



SOME YESTERYEARS AGO 
FOREWORD 
The Soper Family, comprising of Mother and Father, son C h a r l i e 
married with one boy. Sons George and Frank both married with no 
c h i l d r e n , daughter F l o r r i e , married w i t h two c h i l d r e n and daughter 
Annie, w i t h one c h i l d a g i r l , l e f t Boston's North S t a t i o n on 
November 16 1910 on t h e i r f i r s t l e g of t h e i r j o i n e r y west,-
d e s t i n a t i o n South Athabasca A l b e r t a a small community south of the 
l i t t l e town of Athabasca, landing. The o l d e s t son, Harry, a 
bachelor and another daughter Emily, a divorcee, and her son and a 
f r i e n d of the f a m i l y ( B e r t i e Fuget) were already i n the west, 
having gone some time p r e v i o u s l y to make things ready f o r the 
f a m i l y . 
As a f a m i l y they had been enjoying a p e r i o d of great p r o s p e r i t y 
i n the town of Rockland, Massachusetts. The young people had a l l 
been engaged i n i n d u s t r y , some i n shoe f a c t o r i e s others i n a rubber 
mi 11. 
Harry had horses and he and h i s brothers were engaged i n road 
and s t r e e t maintenance f o r the town of Rockland. Their horses were 
a l s o employed to augment the s e r v i c e s of the f i r e department. As a 
f a m i l y of dog l o v e r s they kept Great Danes which they e x h i b i t e d at 
shows and won many tr o p h i e s which accompanied them west along w i t h 
s e v e r a l dogs. 
The senior Sopers had a very large house and Grandma ran a 
l u c r a t i v e boarding and rooming business. Some members of the 
f a m i l y l i v e d under the parental roof. Grandpa was a harness maker, 
s k i l l f u l at r e p a i r i n g shoes and a good gardener. 
So why, when they were a l l so p r o f i t a b l y employed and so happily 
s i t u a t e d d i d they give i t a l l up and leave f o r a t r e k across the 
continent t o s e t t l e i n a near wilderness. They had been mesmerized 
by a f a s t t a l k i n g persuasive land agent w i t h promises of 160 acres 
of v i r g i n s o i l f o r each fam i l y f o r the t a k i n g , subject only to a 
"proving up" c o n d i t i o n which c o n s t i t u t e d the c o n s t r u c t i o n of a 
s h e l t e r and the breaking up f o r c u l t i v a t i o n of a minimal number of 
acres i n a given number of years. I t a l l seemed so easy. The l u r e 
of the west was i n the o f f e r , the prospect of owning one's own 
land, the dream of e s t a b l i s h i n g a l i t t l e empire f o r the f a m i l y . The 
land agent made extravagant prophecies of an easy fortune to be 
made i n e x p l o r i n g the resources of t h i s , as yet untapped f e r t i l e 
l a n d . 
How they we were caught up i n t h i s fantasy and the subseguent 
r e s u l t s i s t h e i r s t o r y and mine u n t i l my grandmother's death when I 
was seventeen. 
I am g r e a t l y indebted t o my Uncle George's wife, my Aunt Sadie 
who kept a j o u r n a l covering the t r i p and the years f o l l o w i n g i n 
that l i t t l e community. I am even more indebted to her son George 
Soper, my cousin who k i n d l y loaned me these d i a r i e s f o r reference. 
Since t h i s s t o r y i s concerned w i t h the west, I w i l l not go i n t o 
d e t a i l about t h e i r t r i p by r a i l across Canada but t h i s i n t e r e s t i n g 
note i s too good to miss; "Landed i n Montreal 8:30 A.M. Nov.17. 
Went to Ryan's Hotel and had a good breakfast f o r 25 cents each. 
The d i a r y begins again as f o l l o w s : "Harry met us when we a r r i v e d 
at Strathcona on Nov.21. We boarded an Imperial Hotel Bus t o c r o s s 
the Saskatchewan River to Edmonton. 
A s l i p p e r y r i d e down the h i l l s to the bridge and across the 
r i v e r . Instead of c l i m b i n g the h i l l s to Edmonton, they took us up 
the i n c l i n e r a i l w a y and landed us at the h o t e l about 4:30 P.M. 
Nov.22 "We looked around the c i t y and d i d a few errands". 
This was the end of t h e i r journey by t r a i n . Harry, George and 
Frank h i r e d two f r e i g h t e r s t o take three loads of our f r e i g h t t o 
Athabasca Landing. The Imperial h o t e l i s on the opposite corner t o 
the market sguare where loads of beef, pork, moose, vegetables, 
b u t t e r , cheese and eggs are s o l d . A l s o straw, g r a i n , hay, c a t t l e 
and horses. 
Nov.23 F l o s s i e and I walked down the steps along side the 
i n c l i n e r a i l w a y to the r i v e r , 231 steps, we climbed up again. We 
bought f e l t boots, moccasins and p r o v i s i o n s . George bought a p a i r 
oxen and Harry bought a p a i r of Indian Cayuses. 
Nov.25 St a r t e d north on horse drawn stage, three r i g s c a r r y i n g 13 
of us. About 28 miles to noon stop (Mrs. Snows) dinner soon ready, 
35 cents each. Changed horses and o f f f o r 26 miles to Halfway 
house (Mrs. tEggiers). One d o l l a r f o r two meals and a bed. Soon i n 
bed a f t e r supper. Up at 5:30 A.M. and l e f t f o r 22 miles to noon 
stop (Mrs. Lewis). Such a crooked road, hungry as bears. Change 
and on l a s t l a p , 18 miles t o a crossroads. Rough country h i l l s and 
more h i l l s 
Emily, B e r t i e Fuget and Bert Hayes (a western neighbor) met us 
w i t h a long s l e d and had us home about 6 P.M November 26. 
Home was a 12X14 foot t e n t w i t h a bench behind the t a b l e and 
blocks of wood f o r e x t r a c h a i r s . The communal bedroom was a 16X24 
foot t e n t , no f l o o r , rug on the ground and a small stove i n the 
middle. 
George, Harry and Frank l e f t Edmonton w i t h the team of oxen and 
the Indian Cayuses on Nov. 26. With three loads of f r e i g h t and 
our trunks and a r r i v e d one week l a t e r . 
There i s no mention of where they stored t h i s f r e i g h t , but 
o b v i o u s l y a s h e l t e r must have been prepared f o r t h i s purpose and 
a l s o f o r the animals by those who preceded the main body of the 
f a m i l y . A w e l l would have been a prime n e c e s s i t y , A l s o not 
f o r g e t t i n g the outhouse. Indeed, they had not been i d l e . 
The d i a r y continues: " F i r s t Christmas i n the west. Not very 
c o l d , zero a l l day. ( A l l Temperatures guoted are i n Fahrenheit). 
Three neighbors came t o spend the day and brought out Christmas 
mail from the Landing. We had f o r dinner roast pork, potatoes, 
t u r n i p s , parsnip, squash, mince p i e and plum pudding. There were 
19 of us. We f i x e d a t r e e f o r the c h i l d r e n . " 
That tent must have been a l i t t l e p lace w e l l f i l l e d . I must 
pay t r i b u t e here to the reso u r c e f u l women who prepared such a 
fe a s t on a small wood burning range under such crowded c o n d i t i o n s . 
Back t o the Diary: We passed a pleasant day with our m a i l , songs 
and conversation, games and cards. New Year's Day, Jan 1, 1911. 
The thermometer r e g i s t e r e d 50 below zero when we sat down t o 
br e a k f a s t . 
Jan.2 Clear and c o l d a l l day. About 10 o'clock P.M. i t began to 
h a i l , but soon stopped and blew a gale a l l n ight and how our tents 
" r a t t l e d . " 
I have had i t explained to me that these tents were s k i r t e d 
around the bottom and w e l l mounded up w i t h e a r t h and snow and 
were r e a l l y q u i t e warm. 
Jan.10 Harry and Charley s t a r t e d f o r Edmonton f o r more f r e i g h t 45 
degrees below zero. 
Jan.12 60 below. 
Jan.13 50 below. F l o s s i e and I went to v i s i t Mr. Hayes, about a 
mile and a h a l f walk. 
Jan.25 Harry and C h a r l i e a r r i v e d from Edmonton with f r e i g h t and 
p r o v i s i o n s , t i r e d out. 
Among the p r o v i s i o n s which c o n s i s t e d mainly of s t a p l e s , f l o u r , 
sugar, beans, soap, s a l t e t c . a small but s i g n i f i c a n t item stands 
f o r t h , yeast and a l s o a case of canned tomatoes. 
Some p r i c e s itemized are: 15 g a l l o n s c o a l o i l , $4.50, 20 l b s . 
of prunes $1.65 and f l o u r 80 pound bag of and r o l l e d oats at $2.44 
each. 
Staples were brought i n large q u a n t i t i e s : 1/2 ton f l o u r , 400 
l b s . sugar, 100 bars of soap, 1 bushel beans. 
The d i a r y continues with accounts Of d a i l y events. Aunt Sadie 
and F l o s s i e (my mother to be). The two younger daughters-in-
law often walked t o Athabasca, r e f e r r e d to as The Landing because 
i t was a stopping place f o r boats that t r a v e l e d on the Athabasca 
R i v e r . Many came from the north w i t h trappers and f u r s . I t was a 
s i x mile walk f o r mail and item or perhaps to v i s i t a f r i e n d i n 
town. One note s t a t e s that i t took an hour and twenty minutes, a 
good walking time, c o n s i d e r i n g the roads which were no more than 
r u t t e d wagon t r a i l s and except f o r winter time could often be 
extremely muddy. Sometimes they were luck enough t o get a r i d e 
home with a neighbor or a f r e i g h t e r . 
There was a l o t of v i s i t i n g among the fami l y and the neighbors 
and a sharing of h o s p i t a l i t y . 
I note that they were s t i l l c e l e b r a t i n g the American 
Thanksgiving day i n 1911 and some neighbors c a l l e d and were 
i n v i t e d to stay f o r the meal. The menu consisted of: Roast 
P a r t r i d g e , Pork, baked Potatoes and Turnips, w i t h Prunes, apple 
p i e and cake f o r dessert. 
My comment i s that when they had the wherewithal the Soper 
women were as Grandpa put i t -- "good feeders". 
There were as yet not enough school age c h i l d r e n to e s t a b l i s h 
a school and t h i s must have been a source of worry t o the parents. 
Neighbors shared each others t r o u b l e s i n the true s p i r i t of the 
west and helped each other i n times of i l l n e s s or d i s a s t e r . 
The Soper f a m i l y had taken up quarters (160 acres each) i n a 
block, except f o r C h a r l i e who chose h i s land to the north and west 
of the block. The idea was to f a c i l i t a t e the sharing of work and 
equipment. 
There were very strong f a m i l y t i e s that brought them EN MASS to 
A l b e r t a and i r o n i c a l l y t h i s very move l a t e r r e s u l t e d i n 
estrangement and s c a t t e r i n g of the family. I t was small wonder 
that quarrels arose when one considers the conveniences and 
s e c u r i t y they had traded f o r the c o n f i n i n g p r o x i m i t y of l i f e i n 
the ten t s , the b a t t l e against the c o l d and the o v e r a l l hardships 
and u n c e r t a i n t y of the f u t u r e . Not one of them had every farmed 
before and beyond the c u l t i v a t i o n of a garden p l o t had no 
experience whatever i n t h i s f i e l d . 
Entry form the Diary: On A p r i l 24, 1911 - Turned the f i r s t 
farrow west of the house, the house being that of my Grandparents. 
"May 12 - 13 P l a n t i n g k i t c h e n garden". During that f i r s t year 
apart from c l e a r i n g land and p l a n t i n g and har v e s t i n g , work was 
begun to b u i l d each f a m i l y a l o g house and barn. The d i a r y t e l l s 
of c u t t i n g t r a i l s i n to the b u i l d i n g s i t e s (most of them i n t h i c k 
brush. Willow and Al d e r , some poplars and b i r c h ) and choosing 
foundation logs. Later i n the season these l o g houses were 
"muddied up" both i n s i d e and out. 
Wells had a l s o to be dug. With on surety of water and there 
were more than one or two attempts made on some of the home 
s i t e s . Another time consuming chore that could not be shirk e d was 
the c u t t i n g and haul i n g of firewood. Fortunately i t was i n good 
supply as most of the quarters had a p o r t i o n of muskeg on them. 
The house got b u i l t and the joy they experienced i n being able 
to move i n t o t h e i r own home made a l l the s t r i v i n g worth wh i l e . To 
be alone at l a s t w i t h t h e i r f a m i l i e s , t o have privacy and 
togetherness. The communal l i v i n g must have been p a r t i c u l a r l y 
t r y i n g f o r the two young couples who had not long been married. 
These moves gave them a new hope and f a i t h and deterred somewhat 
any d i s i l l u s i o n m e n t they might have f e l t . 
Sadie and F l o s s i e were beginning t o enjoy a freedom they had 
not known working i n the shoe f a c t o r y . They were happy to be 
rel e a s e d from the monotony of machine work. 
The west was beginning to weave i t ' s s p e l l | These young people 
w i t h the enthusiasm of youth, s t i l l h e l d to the dream of the 
f u t u r e and the s p i r i t of adventure which must have been the 
mot i v a t i n g force from the day they s t a r t e d west. Both women were 
l o v e r s of the outdoors and they ranged the countryside i n summer 
gatheri n g w i l d b e r r i e s which made a welcome a d d i t i o n to t h e i r 
somewhat monotonous d i e t . One entry t e l l s of a family excursion 
to p i c k w i l d r a s p b e r r i e s , and coming home with 99 pounds. 
Next day Mother and Emily preserved the b e r r i e s and we went out 
and picked more. 
When the spring season was fr e e of f r o s t at blossom time w i l d 
f r u i t grew i n abundance. Wild strawberries were quite p l e n t i f u l 
i n some chouse l o c a t i o n s , currants grew i n damp l o c a t i o n s . There 
were w i l d choke c h e r r i e s and p i n c h e r r i e s and saskatoons. In l a t e 
August and e a r l y September i n a good year, b l u e b e r r i e s could be 
gathered i n as great a q u a n t i t y as d e s i r e d and i n the l a t e f a l l 
t h ere were spots i n the muskegs where the b r i g h t green moss was 
covered with s c a r l e t b e r r i e s , white on t h e i r undersides. In 
a d d i t i o n to t h e i r own block of land there were many a d j o i n i n g 
quarters as yet not claimed so they had a wide area to pick from. 
Their f i r s t gardens were a great source of s a t i s f a c t i o n too, 
although they could only grow short season crops, because of l a t e 
and e a r l y f r o s t s . There are references to the s i z e and excellence 
of vegetables grown. 
Wild r a b b i t s were p l e n t i f u l and f r e e from the t e r r i b l e disease 
that i n f e c t e d them i n l a t e r years. Many were snared or shot to 
add v a r i e t y to the menu. P r a i r i e chickens and partridges were 
a l s o abundant and the d i a r y notes: "Cleaned 4 partridges and 16 
r a b b i t s " . 
In the w i n t e r of 1912 F l o s s i e ran a t r a p l i n e and often took her 
young nephews along to check the catch. There i s no reference as 
to how p r o f i t a b l e t h i s was but i t was a d i v e r s i o n she enjoyed. 
A n o t a t i o n i n the d i a r y dated December 22, 1911. "Threshing 
l a t e due to work on houses and bad weather. O u t f i t set up and 
threshed 112 bushels". ( I t doesn't s t a t e whether wheat or o a t s ) . 
B i r t h s and death are recorded i n the d i a r y but no wedding i n 
the e a r l y years. 
There was great r e j o i c i n g over increases i n l i v e s t o c k and the 
l o s s of an animal was a severe blow. 
In 1912 the r a i l r o a d came i n t o Athabasca l i n k i n g i t with 
Edmonton and p u t t i n g an end t o the time consuming b r u t a l hardships 
of f r e i g h t i n g . "a b i t of c i v i l i z a t i o n " , as Grandma put i t . 
S e r vices by m i n i s t e r s of the A n g l i c a n f a i t h had been held i n 
homes. A church was erected about t h i s time. 
The f i r s t baby to be born t o the Soper f a m i l y i n the west 
a r r i v e d on J u l y 9, 1912. He was George Henry, son of Aunt 
Sadie and Uncle George. He was born i n my Grand parents log 
house which they a l l designated as the "employees". A French-
Indian lady (Mrs. Doumont) who was s k i l l e d i n midwifery attended 
the b i r t h . 
In September of 1913 a school was opened w i t h 9 p u p i l s . The 
l i t t l e community was beginning to take shape Now I have brought 
t h i s s t o r y up to 1913 i t i s time to introduce my part i n i t w i t h a 
b i t of back ground. 
My Mother was Florence Hobart, nicknamed F l o s s i e by my Father 
and the Soper f a m i l y . She came from a f a m i l y of three s i s t e r s and 
four brothers and t h e i r home was i n Maine. She and her s i s t e r 
A l i c e had gone to Rockland, Massachusetts to stay with an aunt 
and o b t a i n work i n a shoe f a c t o r y . There she met my f a t h e r , Frank 
Soper and they were married i n 1909 an the f o l l o w i n g year came 
west. In those e a r l y months and years she must have missed her 
f a m i l y and longed to see them. She was indeed a long way from 
home but she was l e a r n i n g to love her new home and was happy to 
w r i t e l e t t e r s t o t e l l f o l k s she was " i n the Family way", as i t 
was expressed i n those days. 
I was born i n the "home place" on March 30, 1914. The same 
French-Indian Midwife (Mrs. Doumony) that had attended my 
cousin's b i r t h was present as were s e v e r a l members of the Soper 
f a m i l y . Something went wrong, no one knew what to do, and my 
mother di e d . She was 22 years o l d . 
The young mother i n her anguish over l e a v i n g her husband and 
new born c h i l d appealed to her mother-in-law of whom she was 
very fond, saying "Mother, you w i l l be good to my baby". 
Those words were to echo down the c o r r i d o r of my growing up 
years and on one f u l f i l l e d a deathbed promise more f a i t h f u l l y than 
my Grandmother. 
I was named Florence Hobart Soper and l i k e my mother c a l l e d 
F l o s s i e by a l l the f a m i l y . 
My Father, the youngest one of the f a m i l y was probably the 
most t a l e n t e d . He was a n a t u r a l musician w i t h a keen ear and 
though he had never had any t r a i n i n g he could play the piano and 
i n the east had performed on a pipe organ i n a church. 
He had a f i n e tenor v o i c e a l s o , and had learned the rudiments 
of music through t a k i n g s i n g i n g lessons. He was s k i l l e d at 
photography and had some f i n e cameras of that era. He took l a r g e 
p i c t u r e s on g l a s s s l i d e s . Did h i s own developing and colored them 
with water c o l o r s . Some p o r t r a i t s were done i n sepia and are very 
p r o f e s s i o n a l l o o k i n g even today. He had a s t u d i o i n Athabasca f o r 
a short time and d i d q u i t e w e l l , but found that t r y i n g to combine 
farming and photography was not p o s s i b l e . 
He had been employed i n the shoe f a c t o r y as a c u t t e r f o r the 
fancy l e a t h e r overlays that were popular on boots and shoes and he 
designed h i s own patterns and cut them by hand. But he was not 
s u i t e d to farming and a f t e r Mother's death he found l i f e i n h i s 
log cabin on the homestead unbearably l o n e l y . I was being cared 
f o r at t h a t time by Aunt Emily who grew very fond of me, and 
wanted to adopt me, but my f a t h e r would not consent to t h i s . He 
l e f t i n the care of Grandma and Grandpa and went back to the east 
when I was about three years o l d . I was never to see him again. 
The s t o r y progresses from now on from my own memories and 
anecdotes of the f a m i l y l i f e w i t h help of the d i a r y f o r dates. 
EARLY MEMORIES 
1917—19 
I t i s hard to say w i t h accuracy, j u s t when the happenings of 
i n f a n c y are r e t a i n e d and p r o j e c t e d i n t o the future as memories. 
Perhaps, one day through the probing of a n a l y s i s or other s t i m u l i 
we may be able to experience t o t a l r e c a l l . Then we should be 
subjected to a l l the pleasant happenings as w e l l as the traumatic 
ones, and whether t h i s would be good or not i s questionable. 
My e a r l i e s t r e c o l l e c t i o n was of c u t t i n g my f i n g e r on a blade of 
grass. I t was at some s o c i a l f u n c t i o n , a p i c n i c or a f a i r . I 
r e c a l l there were people about and the day was sunny with summer 
breezes. Perhaps I was p i c k i n g a w i l d flower or a strawberry. 
When the sharp blade of grass cut and the b r i g h t drops of blood 
appeared, I probably shrieked. I remember a man who picked me up 
and comforted me. I don't remember h i s features, but he wore a 
f l a t brimmed straw hat, which I have since learned was c a l l e d a 
boater. He ripped a narrow s t r i p of c l o t h from h i s white 
handkerchief and bound up my f i n g e r . This i s the only memory or 
perhaps more a c c u r a t e l y , the only impression I have of my f a t h e r . 
I was then a l i t t l e over three years o l d . 
Here I w i l l b r i n g the f a m i l y s t o r y up to date: 
My f a t h e r returned to Massachusetts i n the f a l l of 1917, 
f o l l o w e d by h i s s i s t e r F l o r r i e , her husband and family and the 
f a m i l y f r i e n d , B e r t i e Fuget. 
How my grandparents must have longed to go also but t h e i r 
resources were, by t h i s time, q u i t e depleted and Grandpa was no 
longer able to do farm labor. I t was agreed that my f a t h e r ' s 
homestead should be worked j o i n t l y by my Uncles George and Harry. 
Harry had a l s o , the farming of h i s own quarter and the 
"homeplace". The other r e t u r n i n g members land lay unclaimed f o r 
q u i t e a number of years, being very brushy and d i f f i c u l t t o c l e a r . 
Grandma f e l t a strong o b l i g a t i o n to her oldest son, Harry. He 
had been her mainstay through many a f a m i l y c r i s e s . He had been 
c o u r t i n g a g i r l i n the east f o r a number of tears but gave her up 
when he became f a s c i n a t e d by a woman, who with her husband and 
f a m i l y was moving west. I t was through the influence of t h i s 
woman's r e l a t i v e s that the idea was f i r s t sparked, and the ensuing 
land deal made. 
In the planning and undertaking of the journey west Harry had 
been looked on as the leader and had gone on ahead with the above 
mentioned family whose name was Underwood to stake claims on the 
land. 
I t was i n e v i t a b l e that jealousy and disagreement arose among 
the f a m i l y and the thoroughly disenchanted s i x members who I have 
named, returned to the east. 
When my Father l e f t , the p l a n was that he would go back to 
Rockland, o b t a i n employment and i n due course provide a home f o r 
h i s parents and me. In the meantime. Grandma would keep house f o r 
Harry t o help him get ahead w i t h h i s farming and when the time 
came they would have the necessary money to go "back home". 
So much f o r the "best l a i d plans of mice and men". 
Since my grandparents p l a y a key r o l e i n t h i s s t o r y , I f e e l 
t hat a l i t t l e background h i s t o r y w i l l make t h e i r characters more 
v i v i d . 
Maria W a l l i n g was born i n a hamlet of Devonshire County, 
England on August 2, 1847. I t was not f a r from the b e a u t i f u l 
seashore r e s o r t town of Torquay. I am not sure how many were i n 
the f a m i l y but I know she had a brother. Her f a t h e r was a l a b o r e r 
and he d i d rough carpentry. To help support the f a m i l y her mother 
d i d f i n e laundry f o r "the gentry". 
Maria had not gone to school u n t i l she was almost twelve 
years o l d and being older and bigger than most of the p u p i l s she 
was teased and r i d i c u l e d f o r being backward. One day at the end 
of two weeks she annoyed the teacher by not being able to 
accomplish some task and she was put to stand i n a corner of the 
schoolroom w i t h a dunce cap on her head. Maria stood there 
burning w i t h anger and h u m i l i a t i o n and when the time came, she ran 
from the schoolroom, never to r e t u r n . 
She was a quick, sturdy g i r l and worked hard i n the home 
hel p i n g her mother but they were both strong w i l l e d and too much 
a l i k e i n temperament and at the age of t h i r t e e n Maria had a row 
w i t h her mother and l e f t home. 
She obtained work as a s c u l l e r y maid i n Torquay at the home of 
one of the "gentry" to whom she had d e l i v e r e d her mother's laundry 
work. She soon progressed to k i t c h e n maid and cook's helper and 
when i t was revealed that she was very c a r e f u l and p r o f i c i e n t i n 
doing f i n e laundry and i r o n i n g these tasks were added to her 
d u t i e s . She used to t e l l of one household where a doctor was the 
head. He was a f f l i c t e d w i t h very smelly, p e r s p i r i n g f a t . He 
t e s t e d each new laundress' work by p e r s o n a l l y s m e l l i n g h i s f r e s h l y 
washed socks. Maria's socks passed the t e s t and she was 
i n s t r u c t e d by the Doctor, h i m s e l f , to wash a l l h i s socks i n 
f u t u r e . 
I t was the era of men's "bosom s h i r t " , the f r o n t s l a v i s h l y 
f r i l l e d w i t h perpendicular rows of l a c e . These were starched and 
ironed to p e r f e c t i o n and the l a c e was ruched or f l u t e d with a 
g o f f e r i n g i r o n (pronounced the same as gopher). This was a gadget 
that somewhat resembled the old-fashioned c u r l i n g i r o n , and l i k e 
i t , had to be heated i n the f i r e . Maria was an expert at t h i s 
time consuming job and was c a r e f u l never to burn the s h i r t s , so 
her s e r v i c e s were much i n demand. 
Her mother, f e e l i n g remorse about the breach with her daughter, 
sent her father to see Maria w i t h a basket of f r u i t as a peace 
o f f e r i n g and a plea f o r her to come back home. Maria was very 
fond of her father who was a kind, gentle man and he begged Maria 
to overlook the q u a r r e l and r e t u r n f o r a r e c o n c i l i a t i o n . There 
were t e a r s shed by them both but Maria was adamant. She had found 
her niche and was g e t t i n g great s a t i s f a c t i o n from a job w e l l done. 
Besides, a whole new dimension had been added to her l i f e . She 
was seeing how the r i c h people l i v e d , a t o t a l l y new and 
i n t e r e s t i n g experience. 
So the years went by and one day the green g r o c e r 1 s boy who 
brought the vegetables f o r the cook's approval, took n o t i c e of 
Maria. 
He was W i l l i a m Charles Soper and he was born on A p r i l 30, 1848. 
He was an only c h i l d and probably s p o i l e d . His mother had 
ambitions f o r him to become a clergyman of the Church of England, 
and he d i d some p r e l i m i n a r y study towards t h i s goal. 
He was somewhat of a dreamer. He had an i n q u i r i n g mind and he 
was a voracious reader and throughout h i s whole l i f e he took a 
keen i n t e r e s t i n p o l i t i c s and the e v o l u t i o n of s o c i a l reform. 
However, he lacked the p e r s i s t e n c e to s e t t l e to the vigorous 
regime of study required t o f u l f i l l h i s mother's ambition. 
E v e n t u a l l y , he learned the harness making trade, rather a mundane 
occupation compared to h i s o r i g i n a l purpose but a most necessary 
work, nonetheless. 
W i l l i a m and Maria had a long c o u r t s h i p , as was the custom, 
du r i n g which they "walked out" together through that p a r t i c u l a r l y 
b e a u t i f u l countryside. And f i n a l l y they were married. 
W i l l i a m ' s mother was not pleased w i t h h i s choice of a w i f e . 
She f e l t that Maria's s t a t i o n i n l i f e was a b i t beneath that of 
her son, and on the minus s i d e , a l s o , was the f a c t that she 
thought Maria to be i l l i t e r a t e . This was not true, however, 
because throughout the long c o u r t s h i p W i l l i a m had taught Maria t o 
read and w r i t e and do simple sums. 
The mother-in-law attempted to make t r o u b l e but she was no 
match f o r the s t r o n g - w i l l e d Maria who t o l d her i n no u n c e r t a i n 
terms she would brook no i n t e r f e r e n c e . 
Soon the babies came, one, two, three l i k e steps i n a ladder. 
The young couple was experiencing very hard times. W i l l i a m 
developed a "weak chest", which was no doubt aggravated by the 
hours spent bending over h i s harness-making "horse" and 
breathing the fumes of the tanning compounds. He began to s u f f e r 
w i t h colds and congestion and was o f t e n unable to work. 
Maria was doing laundry work at home f o r the "gentry" but her 
income was not enough to supply the needs of a f a m i l y of f i v e . 
She was pregnant again, too. 
When she had t o reso r t to browning f l o u r and mixing i t with 
water and a l i t t l e sugar to feed her babies she knew something had 
to be done. 
To ask f o r " c h a r i t y " as i t was c a l l e d , was the hardest t h i n g 
the s t r o n g - w i l l e d , independent Maria had ever been faced with. On 
the night before she was to appear before the board of o f f i c i a l s 
she bathed h e r s e l f and the c h i l d r e n and made sure t h e i r clothes 
were a l l clean and t i d y and t h e i r shoes polished. A l l was as ni c e 
as Marie could make i t and she was proud of t h e i r appearance as 
she entered the shabby l i t t l e room where the board awaited her 
p e t i t i o n . 
The board c o n s i s t e d of three men, a l l s i t t i n g i n care l e s s 
a t t i t u d e s i n t h e i r s h i r t sleeves, a l l seemingly board. They 
looked the l i t t l e group over d i s d a i n f u l l y and noted Maria's 
obvious pregnancy. 
She was asked t o state her business which she d i d honestly and 
without embellishment. One of the men who was chewing tobacco 
v i g o r o u s l y , spat a huge gob i n the d i r e c t i o n of a nearby s p i t t o o n 
and missed. He then spoke to Maria: 
"Is t h i s the way the poor dress t h e i r c h i l d r e n " ? 
Maria was incensed, her temper f l a r e d . Drawing h e r s e l f up to 
her f u l l e s t s t a t u r e , she looked them s t r a i g h t i n the eyes and 
r e t o r t e d : 
"I beg your pardon. I thought I was bri n g my children'before 
gentlemen so I dressed them i n t h e i r best, but I see I have 
brought them before pigs i n s t e a d . Good day to you", and c a r r y i n g 
the baby and ma r s h a l l i n g the others before her, she marched from 
the room. 
In l a t e r years W i l l i a m (my Grandpa) always l i k e d to t e l l t h i s 
s t o r y about h i s spunky Maria. How th i n g s turned out was never 
made c l e a r , but w i t h a f i g h t e r l i k e Maria they could only turn out 
w e l l . 
Maria bore nine c h i l d r e n , two of whom died i n infancy. She was 
the d r i v i n g f o r c e i n the union and W i l l i a m was w i l l i n g that i t 
should be so. She had boundless energy and a l i v e l y mind f u l l of 
ideas, and a great deal of resour c e f u l n e s s . The marriage, however 
was f a r from i d y l l i c . How could i t be with two such d i f f e r e n t 
temperaments. W i l l i a m could be o b s t i n a t e and was used to having 
h i s own way. He was a p r o c r a s t i n a t o r , too, and Maria was a l l 
a c t i o n and d e c i s i v e n e s s . No wonder there were cl a s h e s . 
I n e v i t a b l y , the years passed and the c h i l d r e n were growing up. 
William's h e a l t h had not improved and the Doctor advised that a 
change from the damp E n g l i s h c l i m a t e might be b e n e f i c i a l . 
Maria had an Uncle Joe i n Massachusetts, and she wrote to him 
with questions about h i s s i t u a t i o n , the c l i m a t e , and what 
o p p o r t u n i t i e s there might be f o r the growing f a m i l y . The answers 
were a l l f a v o r a b l e and with a l i t t l e help from the uncle they were 
able to save enough money to send the two o l d e s t c h i l d r e n , Harry 
and F l o r r i e , about 18 and 16, t o Uncle Joe. He found employment 
fo r them, Harry as a s t a b l e boy and F l o r r i e as a domestic. They 
saved as much as they could of t h e i r wages to help finance the 
whole f a m i l y ' s emigration i n 1888. W i l l i a m and Maria found 
America t o be indeed a land of opportunity and as the c h i l d r e n 
grew o l d e r they were a l l g a i n f u l l y employed and became quite w e l l -
to-do. Here at l a s t , they f e l t secure and what a busy, happy l i f e 
they enjoyed. There were no regrets at l e a v i n g England. Soon the 
older ones were choosing mates and then there were grandchildren. 
Maria, who was an e x c e l l e n t seamstress bought a Singer sewing 
machine and there was no end t o the ideas f o s t e r e d i n her quick 
mind f o r i t s use. C y c l i n g p a r t i e s were becoming a popular pastime 
and the Soper young f o l k s were soon a l l n a t t i l y a t t i r e d i n 
costumes made by Maria. 
A catchy melody and a f a v o r i t e of the c o u r t i n g young f o l k s went 
l i k e t h i s : 
Daisy, Daisy g i v e me your answer do, 
I'm h a l f crazy a l l f o r the love of you. 
I t won't be a s t y l i s h marriage 
I can't a f f o r d a carriage 
But y o u ' l l look neat, upon the seat 
Of a b i c y c l e b u i l t f o r two. 
There were four of them who had good s i n g i n g voices and they 
sang together or separately, and were popular e n t e r t a i n e r s at 
s o c i a l f u n c t i o n s . I t was a time of splendid c r e a t i v i t y i n the 
music world. There were so many wonderful melodies being w r i t t e n . 
They bought reams of sheet music and sang catchy tunes, 
sentimental b a l l a d s , r e l i g i o u s hymns and songs and the hauntingly, 
sad, b e a u t i f u l compositions by Stephen Foster. Maria bought a 
piano and three of the young marrieds acquired p a r l o r organs. 
They attended concerts and l e c t u r e s i n Boston and saw some 
r e a l l y wonderful l i v e t h e a t r e . John P h i l l i p Sousa'a famous band 
was a great a t t r a c t i o n as was The R i n g l i n g C i r c u s . and there were 
the dog shows where they e x h i b i t e d t h e i r Great Danes and won many 
tr o p h i e s . 
They were a very p o l i t i c a l f a m i l y and loved a l l the h u l l a b a l o o 
of e l e c t i o n time. At one meeting a candidate was making a f e r v e n t 
p i t c h f o r campaign funds and w i t h r e a l p o l i t i c a l pizazz he 
shouted: 
"My f r i e n d s , we need a b a r r e l of money to win t h i s e l e c t i o n " . 
There was a s l i g h t pause f o r a smattering of applause. 
Maria was on her f e e t i n s t a n t l y : 
"I beg your pardon. You don't need a b a r r e l of money, 
you need a b a r r e l of votes'! 
Laughter and loud applause. 
A f t e r some years of prospering, Maria and W i l l i a m made a 
journey back to England. As i s o f t e n happens, i t was not the 
e x c i t i n g experience they had a n t i c i p a t e d . Their parents had d i e d 
and o l d f r i e n d s they had known seemed much older and q u i t e 
n a t u r a l l y were i n v o l v e d w i t h f a m i l y l i f e of t h e i r own. Everything 
seemed smaller than they had remembered and l i f e seemed d u l l and 
p r o s a i c . They were happy to r e t u r n t o the busy, s t i m u l a t i n g 
environment of t h e i r adopted home. 
The home was l a r g e and comfortable, heated with a furnace, 
there were e l e c t r i c l i g h t s and e l e c t r i c cars passing on t h e i r 
s t r e e t f r o n t . A convenient store was located on an adjacent 
corner. I t was a golden era f o r them. Small wonder that Maria, 
64 years o l d i n her l o g house, l i t by the dim glow of c o a l o i l 
lamps and i s o l a t e d by the b i t t e r c o l d and snow of an A l b e r t a 
w i n t e r , c a l l e d i t " t h i s God-forsaken country". 
During the winter of 1918 I have memories of whooping cough. I 
remember the t e r r i f y i n g paroxysms of coughing that awakened me i n 
the n i g h t , and how I fought f o r breath. Grandma, who was stout 
and s t i f f w i t h rheumatism, would waken Grandpa and he would come 
w i t h quick, s h u f f l i n g steps to l i f t and support me so I cOuld get 
r i d of the h o r r i b l e phlegm and recover my breath. The coughing 
l a s t e d t i l l warm s p r i n g weather came. 
Grandpa developed a bad cough as winter wore on and by s p r i n g 
he, too, was whooping. Poor o l d chap! I t was very hard on him 
and l e f t him with a h e r n i a which plagued him for the r e s t of h i s 
l i f e . 
The f o l l o w i n g f a l l . Grandma, Grandpa and I and my c o l l i e dog. 
Peanuts, t r a v e l l e d by t r a i n to Lacombe, A l b e r t a to stay w i t h my 
Aunt Emily and Uncle Frank. 
Now, the memories come with i n c r e a s i n g c l a r i t y . This was an 
event most hap p i l y a n t i c i p a t e d . Grandma looked forward to a v i s i t 
w i t h her daughter and i t would be her f i r s t break from the 
monotony and l o n e l i n e s s of the homestead she had enjoyed s i n c e 
l e a v i n g l e a v i n g the east. 
We had a few hours stop i n Edmonton f o r a change of t r a i n s . 
Uncle Frank had k i n d l y arranged f o r a room i n a hotel near the 
s t a t i o n f o r us to have a cup of tea and a r e s t . 
I remember coming out on to a l a n d i n g and looking down i n t o a 
l a r g e room where there were l a d i e s and gentlemen dressed i n f i n e 
c l o t h e s . They were dancing. I t was very grand indeed! 
When we boarded the t r a i n f o r Lacombe, Grandpa went back to the 
baggage car t o make sure Peanuts was a l l r i g h t There he found a 
young man s i t t i n g beside a c o f f i n i n which rested the body of h i s 
w i f e . He was t a k i n g her home f o r b u r i a l to some place i n southern 
A l b e r t a . We were to l e a r n l a t e r t h a t she had been an e a r l y v i c t i m 
of the d i s a s t r o u s i n f l u e n z a epidemic which swept the country 
d u r i n g that winter of 1918-19. 
I t was a happy winter f o r us. Aunt Em's house was warm and 
comfortable. I was i n t r i g u e d by the l i g h t s which were f u l l e d by 
n a t u r a l gas, and someone had to pump a i r i n t o the tank at 
i n t e r v a l s to maintain an even pressure. They were so much 
b r i g h t e r than our c o a l o i l lamps at home. Grandma was delighted 
w i t h them. 
My cousin Tommy, who was about 10 years older than me, was very 
good to me and played with me o f t e n a f t e r school and on weekends. 
Daytimes, i n good weather, I played w i t h some neighbor's c h i l d r e n , 
which was a rare t r e a t f o r me. We s l i d down a long h i l l on our 
l i t t l e sleds and enjoyed the snow as c h i l d r e n always do. Peanuts 
raced alongside barking her approval. She was a b e a u t i f u l young 
dog, b u r s t i n g w i t h p l a y f u l energy and she loved the fun and games. 
Saturday n i g h t s we went to the p i c t u r e s . They were u s u a l l y war 
f i l m s , I think and s i l e n t of course. What I r e c a l l most was the 
d e l i c i o u s t a s t e of the hard c r a c k l y b u t t e r s c o t c h candies that 
melted i n my mouth and I sat on someone's lap i n the dim theatre. 
Very probably, I was asleep before the f i l m was f i n i s h e d . 
One night Grandma and I walked downtown. She had heard there 
was a r e l i g i o u s group i n town c a l l e d the Holy R o l l e r s and,always 
i n t e r e s t e d and c u r i o u s , she wanted to see them. They were holding 
t h e i r meeting i n a h a l l with low windows i n t o which we could see 
very w e l l . We s t r o l l e d by and c a s u a l l y looked i n . The converts 
were i n various a t t i t u d e s of s u p p l i c a t i o n , gesturing and g y r a t i n g , 
r o l l i n g t h e i r eyes heavenward and e x h o r t i n g or p r a i s i n g God 
f e r v e n t l y , each to h i s own i n c l i n a t i o n . We didn't see anyone 
a c t u a l l y r o l l i n g . I think Grandma was disappointed. 
The winter passed p l e a s a n t l y . With Aunt Em, we v i s i t e d a b i t 
among her f r i e n d s . I was very e a r l y i n d o c t r i n a t e d i n t o the 
afternoon tea r i t u a l . I suppose i t was boring. I must have been 
a solemn c h i l d at these adult f u n c t i o n s , always aware that I must 
be "mannerly" to grown-ups. Should I dare to d i g r e s s , a look from 
Grandma would always put me s t r a i g h t . I looked forward to, and 
enjoyed immensely, the tea time d e l i c a c i e s , which a l s o meant the 
v i s i t would soon be terminated. 
We had bad news from home. I t t o l d of the t e r r i b l e i n f l u e n z a 
epidemic which had swept the community. F o r t u n a t e l y , i n Lacombe, 
i t had not been so severe and our house h o l d had escaped. I t was 
not u n t i l we returned i n A p r i l that we r e a l i z e d the f u l l impact of 
that d r e a d f u l time. 
T h a n k f u l l y , we found a l l the members of our fam i l y , though not 
escaping disease, and survi v e d . There was sad news, though, of 
one and another f r i e n d s and neighbors who had died and i t seemed 
that some of the strongest and most vigorous were most prone t o 
succumb. 
There were s t o r i e s of heroism and endurance and the inherent 
goodness of man, which always becomes apparent i n times of 
a d v e r s i t y . 
No one served more t i r e l e s s l y or with l e s s concern f o r personal 
r i s k than the fa m i l y doctor. He was Dr. George Meyer, the o n l y 
doctor i n Athabasca, and i t was he who b a t t l e d c o l d and b i t i n g 
wind and weariness i n the long d r i v e s between homesteads i n an 
open, hores-drawn c u t t e r . There was so l i t t l e he could do except 
perhaps t o administer some simple medicine t o a l l e v i a t e some of 
the symptoms. There were no miracle drugs t o f i g h t the v i r u s and 
no p a l l i a t i v e h o s p i t a l equipment such as we have today to ease the 
p a t i e n t s d i s t r e s s , but h i s v i s i t s were immensely encouraging and a 
great morale booster. Sometimes he would f i n d whole f a m i l i e s i l l 
at once, and he would seek out a neighbor who was able to look 
a f t e r the l i v e s t o c k , and perhaps send someone to help the 
s t r i c k e n . 
At r i s k of contagion to themselves, neighbors went into town 
and bought s u p p l i e s f o r those who were i l l , l e a v i n g them on 
doorsteps. Some brave souls went from house to house nursing the 
s i c k as best they could and many a one who recovered a t t r i b u t e d i t 
to luck and the devoted nursing care of a neighbor or family 
member. 
Spring came at l a s t w i t h a renewal of hope to an exhausted 
people and the farmers, as always, t i l l e d t h e i r f i e l d s and dreamed 
of the h a r v e s t . 
I t i s a strange p s y c h o l o g i c a l guirk that I remember so w e l l the 
d e t a i l s of our t r i p to Lacombe and the ensuing v i s i t , but our 
retu r n home i s a complete blank. 
Note from my Aunt Sadie's d i a r y : 
"May 30, 1919. Rain t u r n i n g to snow a l l n i g h t " . 
Now I was f i v e years o l d and I began to i d e n t i f y with people 
and events. Memories were no longer happenings which occurred at 
i n t e r v a l s and l e f t a space between. Now they were a continuing 
sequence. 
The s p r i n g of 1919, the Government i n i t ' s wisdom, was o f f e r i n g 
loans t o farmers to encourage d a i r y i n g , so that a farmer's income 
need not depend e n t i r e l y on a g r a i n crop. 
To our place came s i x good milk cows, a l l recently freshened, 
and a shiny red Magnet separator. This was a machine with a 
s w i f t l y r o t a t i n g bowl c o n t a i n i n g d i s c s which separated the cream 
from the milk by a process of c e n t r i f u g a l f o r c e . I t was a 
f a s c i n a t i n g process and I used to wait i m p a t i e n t l y while Uncle 
Harry turned the handle f a s t e r and f a s t e r . A b e l l sounded at each 
r e v o l u t i o n of the handle and when the proper speed was reached the 
b e l l stopped. Then the top was turned on the b i g bowl c o n t a i n i n g 
the m i l k and cream came out of two d i f f e r e n t spouts and was caught 
i n u t e n s i l s . The cream was poured i n t o a c y l i n d r i c a l c o n t a i n e r 
c a l l e d a creamer or some other s u i t a b l e u t e n s i l with a handle and 
a t i g h t l i d and then i t was lowered down the w e l l on a rope t o 
keep i t c o l d . 
Many w e l l s i n the d i s t r i c t were equipped with a p u l l e y and the 
water was drawn up hand over hand on the rope attached to a 
bucket. Ours had a windlass and i n winter the water would s p l a s h 
around the sides of the w e l l and form a t h i c k r i n g of i c e , which 
sometimes had to be chopped out to admit the bucket. There was 
always a good t h i c k i c e r i n g l e f t which l a s t e d w e l l through the 
h o t t e s t part of the summer and was our only means of 
r e f r i g e r a t i o n . When the cream can was f u l l , i t meant a t r i p w i t h 
the horses to the nearest s t a t i o n , f i v e m iles south or s i x m i l e s 
north. These t r i p s were u s u a l l y made i n e a r l y morning or i n the 
evening, to spare the cream from souring on the s t a t i o n p l a t f o r m . 
From there, i t was t r a n s f e r r e d one hundred miles to the nearest 
creamery i n Edmonton. I t was a lucky break i f the producer got a 
top grade under these circumstances. 
The summer of 1919 was a joy. A f t e r the r a i n , which turned t o 
snow, there was ample moisture and the crops got o f f to a s p l e n d i d 
s t a r t . There were no f r o s t s and i t seemed that rains came, 
foll o w e d by hot sunshine i n j u s t the r i g h t proportion. We had a 
f i n e stand of oats i n the f i e l d west of the homeplace. I t 
promised to set a precedent i n y i e l d . 
Grandma and Grandpa began to t a l k about going back to the 
States and t a k i n g me w i t h them as soon as the crop was harvested 
and s o l d . My father would have a home ready to receive us, and a 
share i n future returns from Grandpa's farm would help to support 
them. Grandma was happier that summer than she had been s i n c e she 
came to A l b e r t a . 
She was going to leave the l o n e l y , housebound existence of 
winter on the homestead f o r another chance at " c i v i l i z a t i o n " . She 
was "going home", i f not t o p r o s p e r i t y , at l e a s t to a reunion w i t h 
her son and daughter and o l d f r i e n d s . I f i t would cause her a 
pang to leave the f a m i l i e s i n A l b e r t a , she chose to ignore i t 
u n t i l the actu a l l e a v e - t a k i n g . 
Grandpa was spry as a c r i c k e t at the prospect and the whole 
f a m i l y was making plans and doing a l l they could to help. 
Meanwhile, the oats grew l u s h and strong. The s t a l k s were a 
healthy, dark green and the heads heavy with milky g r a i n s of 
goodness. 
J u l y ended i n a s p e l l of sunny, hot weather, f i n e c o n d i t i o n s to 
s w e l l the oats. August began on a s u l t r y note, r e a l thunder 
weather. One Saturday the a i r was unusually humid oppressive. 
Our lean-to k i t c h e n was unbearably hot, but the fragrance of 
baking beans hung i n the a i r a l l afternoon. 
Towards supper time, a p u r p l i s h - b l a c k cloud, laced with white 
s t r e a k s , began advancing from the west, accompanied by low 
rumblings of thunder. I t was ominously s t i l l and n o t i c e a b l e 
c o o l e r as we sat down to supper. 
Suddenly, i t began! A sharp s t a c c a t o of h a i l p e l l e t s bouncing 
as they h i t the ground. We watched i n f a s c i n a t e d apprehension! 
They grew l a r g e r and l a r g e r , bombarding out of the sky with a 
f u r i o u s drumming on the low roof of the k i t c h e n . Now they were as 
b i g as a f a t walnut and the noise was deafening. 
I was t e r r i f i e d and began to c r y . Uncle Harry picked me up and 
I probably burrowed my face i n h i s neck and held my hands over my 
ears to shut out the awful d i n . We went i n t o the l i v i n g room 
which had a higher peaked roof and watched through the windows. 
The storm thundered down f o r twenty minutes and then a l l was 
calm and q u i e t . The sun shone as though nothing had happened, but 
we looked out on a g l i t t e r i n g world of white waste and the a i r had 
the damp c h i l l of winter. 
In the k i t c h e n , our supper was swimming i n water and h a i l s t o n e s . 
I remember how they were p i l e d up and s p i l l i n g over the edge of 
the sugar bowl and the bean pot. There seemed l i t t l e to say. 
Grandma stoked up the f i r e and put the k e t t l e on f o r tea and began 
to c l e a r away the mess. 
Soon, Uncle George came from h i s farm and the men went out to 
assess the damage. 
Every green l i v i n g t h i n g was s h a t t e r e d and smashed. Leaves 
were s t r i p p e d from the trees and the b e a u t i f u l stand of oats that 
had shown such promise i n t h e i r l u s h abundance, had gone down wi t h 
the f i r s t onslaught. They l a y i n a pulpy mass, impossible to 
salvage, even f o r feed. 
Grandma and Grandpa s a i d l i t t l e about t h e i r hopes and dreams 
th a t had vanished, even as the h a i l stones i n the evening sun. 
I t was one more disappointment t o add to many they had experienced 
i n t h e i r time. 
Grandma had a saying at such times: "What can't be cured, must 
be endured". 
She turned t o matters of immediate concern and the next day my 
uncles went to Athabasca and purchased sh i n g l e s . The weather was 
b e a u t i f u l f o r the r e s t of that month, and Uncle George helped w i t h 
the s h i n g l i n g , as he was a.good carpenter. Quite o f t e n Aunt Sadie 
and my cousin George would come i n the afternoon and George and I 
would play a l l through the hot afternoons. I t was a happy time 
f o r me. 
Much damage had been done to the n a t i v e pastures and the 
growing season was f a s t coming to an end. Frosts could be 
expected i n September. There was no harvest f o r threshing on our 
farm and the men waited p a t i e n t l y f o r the threshing to be done i n 
the areas where the storm had not been so severe. 
The Season that had begun w i t h such promise went i n t o a 
complete r e v e r s a l . There were hard f r o s t s through the f a l l and my 
aunt's d i a r y records a temperature of 40 degrees below zero on 
November 30th. Winter was o f f t o a strong s t a r t . I t would be a 
lean one f o r both man and beast i n our area. 
Hauling feed f o r the stock became a major issue. Few farmers 
i n t h i s new country had more than needed f o r t h e i r own use, so i t 
meant scouring the countryside w i t h s l e d and hay rack. 
Looking back, I wonder where the money came from to pay f o r 
t h i s feed. 
My Uncles spent days searching f o r feed, a load of wheat straw 
here, some b a r l e y straw there, and o c c a s i o n a l l y a p r i z e d load of 
oat straw. Poor s t u f f to f i l l the n u t r i t i o n a l needs of the poor 
beasts, l e t alone give them energy t o ward o f f the b i t i n g c o l d of 
t h a t long winter. I t was imperative to s u s t a i n the horses, so 
t h a t the land could be prepared f o r the spring p l a n t i n g . 
Day a f t e r interminable day passed and f i n a l l y i t was March and 
a weak, wintry sun shone f i t f u l l y through gusty wind-driven snow 
f l u r r i e s . 
The then, feeble animals stood about the barnyard, exposing 
t h e i r shaggy, l u s t e r l e s s sides to the grudging sunshine, t r y i n g to 
absorb a l i t t l e warmth and s t r e n g t h . We a l l longed f o r the heat 
t h a t would b r i n g the l i f e - g i v i n g g rass. 
Soon the poor creatures began to wander to an open, sandy spot, 
protected somewhat by jack pines and brush. Here, as the sun grew 
stronger, they l a i d down, and one by one they died. 
Grandpa began to take an afternoon walk to t h i s spot and, 
coming home f o r the afternoon cup of t e a , would report each new 
tragedy. 
I f a poor beast was down, i t would i n e v i t a b l y d i e . Only two 
who had the strength to remain standing, s u r v i v e d . 
This was then, the end of another dream. The dead c a t t l e and 
the s h i n y new separator were on the d e b i t s i d e of the ledger. 
I t seems to me that f o r years t h e r e a f t e r , a man came 
p e r i o d i c a l l y to c o l l e c t whatever he could on t h i s debt or to 
a s c e r t a i n i f any commitment could be made. His name was Mr. 
Clement and he was a very k i n d , understanding man. His v i s i t s 
were welcome as a pleasant d i v e r s i o n , r a t h e r than a dread. 
No one ever came to Grandma's door without the o f f e r of a meal 
or a cup of tea or even a n i g h t ' s lodging i f the t r a v e l l e r was f a r 
from home or other accommodation. She came to l i k e t h i s gentleman 
very much, as we a l l d i d . Quite often, she could not remember h i s 
name, but would welcome him warmly, 
"Come i n , come i n , you are the gentleman come about the cow 
b i l l " . 
Grandpa, i n the vernacular of h i s n a t i v e Devonshire v i l l a g e , 
would sum up the s i t u a t i o n thus: 
"Cows be dead. There's nort we can do about th a t " . 
One s p r i n g , however, the k i n d l y Mr. Clement was succeeded by a 
young man. He was a l l business and o f f i c i a l i s m with one aim i n 
mind; to make these h e l p l e s s o l d people r e a l i z e t h e i r o b l i g a t i o n . 
He s a i d , "You know, Mr. Soper, t h i s b i l l has been outstanding 
fo r some years. You must r e a l i z e t h i s can't go on. I t i t a very 
s e r i o u s s i t u a t i o n and I would l i k e to know what you intend t o do 
about i t " . 
Grandpa was s i t t i n g i n h i s f a v o r i t e c h a i r , loading h i s pipe. 
As the young man paused f o r a r e p l y . Grandpa l i t h i s pipe, got i t 
going t o h i s s a t i s f a c t i o n , and s a i d : 
Look here, young f e l l e r . I've l i v e d i n the woods too long t o be 
f r i g h t e n e d by the hooting of the owls". 
Whether t h i s b i l l was ever paid or not, I never knew, but I 
t h i n k i t i s very d o u b t f u l . 
Important to the s t o r y from my point of view i s a note i n my 
Aunt's d i a r y : 
"Lawleys got caretaker job f o r Immigration H a l l i n November of 
1919. 
The H a l l described here was to be my home f o r many happy 
summers and f o r and f o r a pe r i o d of three years during my 
adolescence. 
Uncle Frank Lawley had soon found he was not adapted to 
farming. He had been brought up i n Birmingham, England and w i t h 
t h i s background he r e a l l y had no empathy wi t h the land or the 
l i v e s t o c k and the operation and maintenance of farm machinery was 
q u i t e beyond h i s ken. As soon as he had "proved up" on h i s 
homestead, he moved h i s f a m i l y (Aunt Annie and Cousin Frances) t o 
town, where they l i v e d i n a rented house and he worked at various 
jobs. At the time of a c q u i r i n g the c a r e t a k i n g of the H a l l , he was 
working i n a sawmill, so was not at a l l s o r r y f o r the opportunity 
of something l e s s strenuous. 
The job at the H a l l was seasonal from A p r i l to November. I t 
pa i d a modest s a l a r y , but had the advantage of re n t - f r e e l i v i n g 
accommodation i n the b u i l d i n g the year round, with heat and l i g h t 
provided. He supplemented t h i s income by doing j a n i t o r work f o r 
va r i o u s businesses, mainly the Imperial Bank and the Drug Store, 
and they managed very comfortably and stayed there u n t i l the H a l l 
had f u l f i l l e d i t s purpose, a period of about 20 years. 
Immigration H a l l s were a p r o j e c t of the Federal Government. 
They were b u i l t to provide a temporary f r e e s h e l t e r of ten days 
d u r a t i o n f o r immigrants coming to s e t t l e as homesteaders or as 
farm l a b o r e r s . The one i n Athabasca was a large L-shaped, two-
s t o r i e d frame b u i l d i n g s i t u a t e d on the r i v e r bank. The L-shaped 
part housed the caretaker's quarters, c o n s i s t i n g of two large 
rooms and a small o f f i c e , which opened on a b i g , bare lobby, 
dominated by a large, round coa l burning heater, which was most 
inadequate to heat that huge, un i n s u l a t e d b u i l d i n g i n e a r l y s p r i n g 
and f a l l . The front entrance to the b u i l d i n g was by way of the 
lobby, and s t a i r s l e d up from one corner to the upper s t o r y which 
was one immense, bare room, the s i z e of the e n t i r e b u i l d i n g . 
Extending the length of the b u i l d i n g from the lobby was a long 
hallway w i t h a window at the bottom. There were f i v e bedrooms on 
one s i d e and s i x on the other and they were, indeed, cheerless 
c e l l . They had bare, boarded w a l l s , one uncurtained window, 
equipped w i t h a green b l i n d , and o i l e d f l o o r s , and were furnished 
w i t h a double bedstead, a s t r a w - f i l l e d mattress and dark grey 
b l a n k e t s . No sheets or p i l l o w s were provided but there were two 
k i t c h e n c h a i r s . 
At the lobby end of the H a l l was a l a r g e k i t c h e n with a cook 
stove, a rough worktable, woodbox, another l a r g e t a b l e f o r e a t i n g 
on, and numerous c h a i r s . In one corner, on a stand, was a l a r g e 
uncovered water c i s t e r n with two pipes leading i n t o i t . One, 
connected t o the eavestrough, c o l l e c t e d rainwater from h a l f of 
the huge b u i l d i n g , and one beneath i t was f o r the overflow. Once, 
i n a cloudburst, the lower pipe was inadeguate and the water shot 
i n t o r r e n t s across the k i t c h e n . L u c k i l y , my uncle was at home and 
was able t o d i s l o d g e the " i n pipe". t h i s was the only water 
provided and was drawn from the bottom of the r e s e r v o i r by means 
of a tap. I t was e x c e l l e n t f o r washing of any k i n d , but not too 
tempting t o look a t , having washed the s h i n g l e d roof, nor was i t 
too p a l a t a b l e to d r i n k . There were many complaints about i t , but 
there was nothing my uncle could do but advise the people to b o i l 
i t . 
On the k i t c h e n and bedroom w a l l was tacked a p r i n t e d l i s t of 
r e g u l a t i o n s , regarding length of stay, use of property, and 
general behavior. Since a very large percentage of immigrants 
spoke a f o r e i g n language, t h i s was q u i t e useless and unheeded. 
Adjacent to the k i t c h e n was a l a r g e storeroom where cooking 
u t e n s i l s , c u t l e r y , t i n and enamel dishes, and the ever-necessary 
coal o i l lamps were kept f o r the use of the "guests". 
The o u t s i d e b u i l d i n g s c o n s i s t e d of a wood and coal shed and a 
double outhouse, each u n i t being equipped w i t h two holes. The 
f r o n t u n i t was f o r the caretaker. They were p a r t i t i o n e d only part 
way up and i f one cared to stand on the seat, he could look over 
the p e t i t i o n and view the occupant on the other s i d e . 
A s o l i d , unpainted board fence enclosed three sides of the 
property and the f r o n t sported a white p i c k e t fence. A neat 
l i t t l e board sidewalk l e d up to the entrance and an outside 
stairway rose to a small landing opening i n t o the top s t o r y . 
The b u i l d i n g s were painted white w i t h green t r i m and looked q u i t e 
impressive from the outside. 
This, then was the temporary stop f o r people who had l e f t t h e i r 
homeland and loved ones to come with who knew what hopes and 
dreams and expectations to the "new world". 
L i t e r a l l y hundreds d i d come over the years. They came i n 
f a m i l y u n i t s , two or three f a m i l i e s at a time, and s i n g l e s , 
u s u a l l y young men. Once there was an i n f l u x of f i f t y , and that 
was the o n l y time that the huge, b a r n - l i k e u p s t a i r s room was used. 
Some of the men were sent up there to sleep on c o t s . 
Sometimes Uncle Frank would have advance n o t i c e by mail that a 
group was coming and then he would meet the t r a i n . At other 
times, they would f i n d t h e i r own way q u i t e e a s i l y , being d i r e c t e d 
by the s t a t i o n agent as the h a l l was q u i t e v i s i b l e from the 
s t a t i o n . 
How strange t h i s new country must have appeared to those, 
coming from the t h i c k l y populated homelands of Europe and how vast 
the d i s t a n c e must have seemed as they t r a v e l l e d across Canada. 
They werw weary and t r a v e l l e r s and perhaps q u i t e n a t u r a l l y 
apprehensive. 
They crowded i n t o the t i n y o f f i c e where Uncle Frank made note 
of t h e i r names, where they came from and a few other p e r t i n e n t 
f a c t s i n a ledger. This information was l a t e r sent to the 
Department of Immigration i n Ottawa. I f the language b a r r i e r 
seemed d i f f i c u l t , he had them w r i t e the answers to the the 
questions and then copied them as best he could. Then, he took 
them to the storeroom f o r the u t e n s i l s they needed, showed them 
the working of the k i t c h e n equipment and a l l o t t e d them t h e i r 
rooms. 
Some Of the f a m i l i e s who had the means, went to homesteads of 
t h e i r own. Many of the younger ones, some s i n g l e s and some 
couples worked as l a b o r e r s on w e l l - e s t a b l i s h e d farms, and u s u a l l y 
w i t h i n a few years were able to acquire some stock and equipment 
and move to t h e i r own farm. They were w i l l i n g to work very hard 
and make many s a c r i f i c e s . They d i d without a l l but the barest 
e s s e n t i a l s to reach t h e i r goal and were g e n e r a l l y e x c e l l e n t 
farmers. They were a l s o good neighbors. 
Among the many who came, I remember one young woman i n 
p a r t i c u l a r . She was f a i r and rosy-cheeked, with the appearance of 
a country g i r l . She a r r i v e d q u i t e alone, red-eyed and weeping. 
Uncle Frank gave her the necessary u t e n s i l s , l i t the k i t c h e n stove 
f o r her, showed her how to get the water and put the k e t t l e on t o 
heat. She stood by, a l l the while c r y i n g s i l e n t l y , and then went 
to her room and closed the door. The sound of heart-broken 
sobbing could be heard a l l the way down the h a l l . We saw l i t t l e 
of her f o r the next two or three days, but i f by chance one of us 
passed her i n the hallway and spoke to her, she became very 
d i s t r a u g h t and broke i n t o f r e s h weeping. She had not gone out to 
buy any s u p p l i e s , nor had she used the stove. 
Aunt Annie, who was generous and kind-hearted, became very 
concerned and at lunchtime f i x e d a very tempting t r a y of 
sandwiches, f r u i t and cake and a pot of t e a . The g i r l opened the 
door at my aunt's knock, and seeing the food, began to c r y and 
w a i l p i t e o u s l y . Aunt Annie t r i e d by gestures to make her 
understand that she would f e e l b etter i f she ate the food, but she 
became i n c r e a s i n g l y h y s t e r i c a l , so my aunt set the t r a y down on a 
c h a i r and withdrew. Later, we picked i t up outside her c l o s e d 
door. Nothing had been eaten. 
F o r t u n a t e l y , someone came f o r her that afternoon and she 
departed, s t i l l weeping. 
We imagined many s i t u a t i o n s that could have caused her g r i e f : 
Was she j u s t desperately homesick and qu i t e over come by her 
a 1oneness and the strangeness of the country? 
Had she been sent away from home f o r some d i s g r a c e f u l reason, 
l i k e pregnancy? 
Had she been sent away from a l o v e r of whom her parents 
disapproved, perhaps to become party t o a prearranged union i n 
Canada, and was she on a hunger s t r i k e i n protest? 
Of course, we were never t o know, but we wondered what her l o t 
was and how she coped i n her new home. 
One sp r i n g , a group of young E n g l i s h boys a r r i v e d . They ranged 
i n age from s i x t e e n to eighteen years and were sent out to work as 
farm laborers f o r very low wages. They were heartbreakingly 
f o r l o r n . In a l l l i k e l i h o o d , they had come from homes where f a m i l y 
t i e s were strong and where a devoted E n g l i s h Mum had d e l i g h t e d i n 
c a t e r i n g to t h e i r comfort and w e l l - being. While w a i t i n g f o r 
t h e i r prospective employers, they lounged on a grassy spot o u t s i d e 
the k i t c h e n door and t a l k e d of home, comparing t h e i r known and 
loved environment w i t h t h i s strange and a l i e n one and t h e i r 
desperate homesickness was g u i t e apparent. 
What kind of s i t u a t i o n s awaited them and how they fared would 
make i n t e r e s t i n g s t o r i e s , I'm sure. Many farmers were k i n d and 
considerate and t r e a t e d t h e i r help l i k e one of the fa m i l y . Others 
provided mean, comfortless l i v i n g quarters with no thought to 
companionship and t h e i r help was e x p l o i t e d to thee l i m i t of h i s or 
her energy. 
In l a t e r years, f a m i l i e s came from B r i t a i n under the Solder's 
Settlement scheme. They had not n e c e s s a r i l y served i n the 
f o r c e s . I t was yet another p l a n f o r s e t t l i n g the country. These 
newcomers had the luxury of a new house b u i l t f o r them and some 
acreage ready f o r c u l t i v a t i o n which had been cleared by some 
previous poor "sod buster" who had given up. 
Of course, u n l i k e the homesteaders, these p r i v i l e g e s had to be 
pa i d f o r over a p e r i o d of years, but at l e a s t these s e t t l e r s had 
the advantage of a good s t a r t . 
1920-1921 
My aunt's d i a r y s t a t e s : 
May 28, 1920 - " D a i l y t r a i n s e r v i c e s t a r t e d from 
Edmonton t o Athabasca". 
H i t h e r t o , I b e l i e v e the s e r v i c e was three times weekly, so 
t h i n g s were looking up i n t h i s respect. 
Aug. 1920 - "The Chataqua v i s i t e d Athabasca". 
This e n t e r t a i n i n g event caused much i n t e r e s t and excitement. I t 
was g r e a t l y looked forward t o f o r s e v e r a l years. I w i l l deal w i t h 
i t i n more d e t a i l l a t e r i n the s t o r y . 
Oct,1920 - "A school f a i r was held i n town". 
More Progress. 
I was now s i x t e a r s o l d but I d i d not s t a r t school u n t i l 
September of 1921 when I was past seven. 
Update of The Family Story 
I t was hard going f o r the f a m i l i e s i n the west and l e t t e r s from 
the eastern f a m i l i e s t o l d of c o n d i t i o n s that were a f a r c r y from 
the p r o s p e r i t y they had known, previous to t h e i r move west. 
My fa t h e r had found on steady employment. The fancy l e a t h e r -
work he had done by hand i n the shoe f a c t o r y was obsolete and 
l e a t h e r c u t t i n g was done by machine. He d i d some photographic 
work and f o r a time d i d q u i t e w e l l as a F u l l e r Brush salesman. 
Grandma heard from him i n f r e q u e n t l y and o c c a s i o n a l l y he sent a few 
d o l l a r s f o r my support, but he f e l t t h a t the proceeds from h i s 
farm should go f o r t h a t purpose. The f a c t was that the small 
acreage under c u l t i v a t i o n provided b a r e l y enough to pay the taxes, 
and there had been no harvest a f t e r the d i s a s t r o u s h a i l storm. 
This was on bald p r a i r i e , where one could put a plow i n the s o i l 
and make a r e a l show at c l e a r i n g the land. I t was a slow, 
p a i n s t a k i n g e f f o r t t o break the h e a v i l y t reed brushy s o i l " , and 
ready i t f o r the seed. Each hard won acre represented many man 
hours w i t h axe and grubhoe and s t r a i n i n g help of a f a i t h f u l team 
to p u l l the stumps. 
When one witnesses the ease with which Nature's eons of growth 
are overcome i n t h i s day of huge, powerful machinery, i t i s hard 
to r e a l i z e the monumental e f f o r t , the panting, sweating, swearing 
energy that went i n t o the opening up of our farm lands by our 
pioneers. 
Young a g r i c u l t u r i s t s , f r e s h from U n i v e r s i t y , came i n l a t e r 
years to t a l k of crop r o t a t i o n s and contour plowing. They s a i d 
the farmers had mined the s o i l by constant cropping. 
"They be educated f o o l s " , Grandpa s a i d , but of course, they 
were r i g h t i n theory. They d i d not understand that i n these 
e a r l y years, every meager acre had to produce. i t was a 
s a c r i f i c e to l e t a few acres l i e over i n summerfallow. The idea 
i n those days was t o keep i t black, t o destroy the weeds before 
they went to seed, when, i n f a c t , the weeds would have been more 
va l u a b l e had they been l e f t t o grow f o r a period and turned under 
f o r green manure before t h e i r seeds ripened. 
The farmer, as always, v i c t i m of Nature's c a p r i c e , seemed more 
than u s u a l l y a f f l i c t e d i n those e a r l y years. there were wet 
c o n d i t i o n s i n s p r i n g to delay the seeding, f r o s t s that set back 
young crops, or a s p e l l of dry weather when moisture was needed 
f o r growth. 
One entry i n the d i a r y notes that i t snowed a l l day on September 
15th and was s t i l l snowing on the 16th, followed by a hard f r o s t . 
Then they shook the snow o f f the stooks and f i n a l l y threshed with 
the wheat grading tough at the e l e v a t o r . Markets were uncertain 
and r a r e l y came up to expectations. 
A Long Love A f f a i r 
I have mentioned the a t t r a c t i o n Mrs. Underwood had f o r my Uncle 
Harry and how, through the i n f l u e n c e of her fa t h e r and brother, he 
followed t h i s f a m i l y to the west and, subsequently, the Soper 
f a m i l y followed a year l a t e r . The Underwoods were to be our 
c l o s e s t neighbors and so there was a great deal of i n t e r a c t i o n 
between the two households, which i n f l u e n c e d a l l of us to a 
c e r t a i n degree. 
Somewhere along the l i n e , long before they l e f t the East, the 
o r i g i n a l Soper f a m i l y had been introduced to the S p i r i t u a l i s t 
philosophy. Most of them embraced t h i s d octrine wholeheartedly. 
Grandpa was somewhat of a s k e p t i c , and as sons and daughters-
in-law became members of the f a m i l y , there were q u i t e a few. 
Uncle Harry, my father and Aunt Emily were a l l mediums and 
professed t o be able to communicate w i t h the s p i r i t world. Mrs. 
Underwood, too was a s p i r i t u a l i s t and a medium, and t h i s being so, 
she and my Uncle Harry considered i t to be a common bond. 
B e l i e v i n g as they d i d i n r e i n c a r n a t i o n , they f e l t they were 
"soul mates", which i n t h e i r minds, probably gave credence to 
t h e i r rather strange r e l a t i o n s h i p . A l l these mediums "spoke i n 
tongues" which was i n t e r p r e t e d by a c o n t r o l of Harrys, whom they 
c a l l e d Number One. Mrs. Underwood and Harry, being "soul mates", 
under c o n t r o l , spoke the same " g i b b e r i s h " . In t h e i r favor, I must 
say that they never resorted t o o u i j a boards, darkened rooms, 
weird noises or any other a r t i f i c e t h a t was seemingly fraudulent. 
They used t h e i r c o n t r o l s i n t r y i n g t o a l l e v i a t e pain and 
i l l n e s s or f o r seeking a s o l u t i o n t o some worrisome dilemma. 
I could not understand, how, j u s t because someone had departed 
to the " s p i r i t world", he or she could be so endowed w i t h such 
wisdom and h e a l i n g power. 
Grandma explained to me (as she had learned) that the newly 
departed s p i r i t had to progress through many years of l e a r n i n g and 
l e v e l s of improvement before he or she could be h e l p f u l to those 
on earth. They a l s o b e l i e v e d t h a t some s p i r i t s were earthbound 
because of a l i f e of d e p r a v i t y and could not advance and thus 
became a bad i n f l u e n c e and, i f able to take c o n t r o l of a medium, 
could do e v i l t h i n g s . 
I never f e l t comfortable w i t h the p r a c t i c e of S p i r i t u a l i s m . 
Perhaps i t was the genetic e f f e c t of Mother's down-to-earth, 
common sense New England f o r b e a r s . 
When the mediums "spoke i n tongues", they gave me "goose 
pimples". 
However, i n the case of my f a t h e r , a strange phenomenon 
occurred which I w i l l r e l a t e at the end of t h i s segment. 
Mrs. Underwood was a very handsome woman w i t h a great deal of 
charisma which she used to her advantage i n a l l kinds of 
s i t u a t i o n s , p a r t i c u l a r l y i n g e t t i n g something she wanted. Her 
husband was a good looking, q u i t e , k i n d l y man. 
"A r e a l gentleman". Grandma s a i d . 
They had four sons and three daughters. The o l d e s t daughter 
having s u f f e r e d a bad f a l l i n infancy, with r e s u l t i n g b r a i n 
damage, was retarded. They had been well-to-do i n the east w i t h a 
f i n e home, and domestic help, so Mrs. Underwood found h e r s e l f i n a 
t o t a l l y a l i e n environment. She was quite undaunted, however, and 
went when and where she pleased as f a r as transportation.would 
allow. Household chores d i d not deter her i n any way except when 
she was i n the mood. She was an e x c e l l e n t cook at these times, 
but the f a m i l y e a r l y learned t o cook and clean and do the laundry. 
Conscientious housewives, who took pride i n t h e i r homemaking 
s k i l l s and a l s o helped with l i g h t outside chores, looked askance 
at her i n d i f f e r e n t a t t i t u d e . She was a t o t a l l y l i b e r a t e d woman. 
The Underwood boys, as they grew up, were sporadic farmers. 
They would work form dawn to dusk f o r a period and then take o f f 
to hunt or f i s h or t r a p i n w i n t e r , but they were good neighbors 
and always w i l l i n g to help when the need arose. 
Mrs. Underwood was q u i t e s k i l l e d i n t r e a t i n g ordinary i l l n e s s e s 
w i t h simple medicines or home remedies and would go any time, 
night or day, to do what she could f o r someone who was s i c k . This 
c a r i n g c h a r a c t e r i s t i c was not t o be minimized. People often f e l t 
h e l p l e s s and very anxious i n times of i l l n e s s or accident. There 
was only one doctor to serve t h a t vast, s p a r s e l y populated area, 
and h o s p i t a l f a c i l i t i e s were very l i m i t e d . The very f a c t that 
someone would come and t r y to do something was immeasurably 
comforting. Uncle Harry v i s i t e d the Underwood household n i g h t l y 
and when an i l l n e s s occurred, he and Mrs. Underwood would go 
together to o f f e r what help they could, and would often s i t up at 
n i g h t t o r e l i e v e f a m i l y members. 
The other Sopers, l i v i n g w i t h i n the moral standards of the day, 
considered t h i s behavior scandalous and put pressure on Grandma to 
do something about i t . She was caught r i g h t i n the middle, 
because ,having on income of t h e i r own, she and Grandpa were 
dependant to a large extent on Harry f o r t h e i r l i v e l i h o o d . In her 
heart, she was most d i s p l e a s e d at the s i t u a t i o n and she wished 
above a l l to keep peace i n the family, so she approached the 
husband i n h i s home, at a time when she knew the wife to be 
absent. 
She asked him to f o r b i d Harry's frequent v i s i t . Mr. Underwood 
was a l l kindness and courtesy and maintained that Harry's behavior 
was beyond reproach and t h a t he, Harry, was welcome i n h i s home at 
any time. So the s i t u a t i o n continued and caused on end of 
d i s s e n t i o n i n the f a m i l y through the years. At one time, Uncle 
Charley and Aunt Marion were so incensed, they would not speak to 
Grandma. t h i s was very u n f a i r and hurt her badly, but w i t h her 
indomitable s p i r i t , she put an end t o i t by confronting Aunt 
Marion at a s o c i a l f u n c t i o n , speaking t o her k i n d l y and asking 
about her health. Aunt Marion had no choice but to rep l y and a 
r e c o n c i l i a t i o n of s o r t s was achieved. 
When Mrs. Underwood was suddenly widowed, nothing changed. 
The f a m i l y expected a marriage but Harry had h i s dependant 
parents, and she, her retarded daughter to care for and her 
youngest son. There was no way the households could be 
incorporated. 
Now they went everywhere together q u i t e openly, and were a 
great source of companionship f o r each other. Eventually, they 
d i d marry but not u n t i l the daughter had died and she had nursed 
her f a t h e r - i n law through h i s l a s t i l l n e s s . They were then i n 
t h e i r e a r l y s i x t i e s . 
In l i g h t of today's moral standard, t h i s long ago a f f a i r 
doesn't seem to have much s i g n i f i c a n c e , but i n those y e s t e r y e a r s , 
i t was viewed as shameful by the f a m i l y and caused much tongue 
wagging among the neighbors. 
A Strange Phenomenon 
About the year 1920, a l e t t e r came from my father t e l l i n g us he 
was going to be married t o the daughter and only c h i l d of a war 
widow. Her name was D o r i s Perkins and she and her mother l i v e d i n 
the town of Stoughton, Massachusetts. Father had been at loose 
ends s i n c e returning to the east. 
He had on permanent home and I suspect he missed h i s parents 
and brothers and s i s t e r s i n the west, so t h i s union was quite 
advantageous f o r him. The mother and daughter too were less 
l o n e l y because he was i n t e r e s t i n g and good company and I b e l i e v e 
they a l l l i v e d q u i t e happily i n t h e i r home on Pleasant Street f o r 
many years. 
In 1915 before he l e f t A l b e r t a , f a t h e r , being a c l a i r a u d i e n t , 
medium (meaning he was able t o hear and perceive messages), 
received and wrote i n h i s own hand, a prophecy about work he was 
to do i n the fu t u r e . This was t o take the form of drawings of 
i n t r i c a t e design and geometric p r e c i s i o n , and were qu i t e e v i d e n t l y 
from a previous period. He was t o l d he would be given 
i n s t r u c t i o n s to complete seventeen p i c t u r e s . He began on the 
f i r s t one i n 1923 and some of the more i n t r i c a t e ones took as long 
as eight months to f i n i s h . A f t e r a p i c t u r e was done, he received 
i n s t r u c t i o n s from h i s guide or c o n t r o l , whom he c a l l e d the Old 
Master, as to how i t should be c o l o r e d . 
A f u l l page a r t i c l e , which appeared i n the Boston Sunday Post 
on J u l y 9, 1933 and which I have i n my possession, has t h i s 
headline. 
MYSTERIOUS SPIRITS, WHO LIVED 30,00 YEARS 
AGO, GUIDE HAND AND LIFE OF MODERN BAY STATE 
ARTIST. STOUGHTON MAN, FRANK H. SOPER, WHO 
NEVER STUDIED ART, SPEAKS UNKNOWN, ANCIENT 
LANGUAGE OF LOST RACE WHICH SANK BENEATH THE 
ATLANTIC SEAS CENTURIES AGO. NOTED SCHOLARS 
OF PSYCHIC RESEARCH PRAISE HIS WORK, WHICH 
INCLUDES STARTLING PORTRAITS OF THESE STRANGE 
LOOKING TATINKAN RULERS. 
The c o l o r page shows Father seated at h i s drawing board i n h i s 
own s i t t i n g room, p u t t i n g the f i n i s h i n g touches to a p i c t u r e s of 
some strange, b e a u t i f u l flowers of that period. 
There i s a great deal of in f o r m a t i o n i n the a r t i c l e which 
covers the e n t i r e page and i s continued on another page. 
I t s t a t e s that he was what i s c a l l e d a conscious medium, one 
who i s not i n a deep trance and who has complete c o n t r o l over h i s 
own a c t i o n s . He s a i d i n the i n t e r v i e w that i t was only necessary 
to say to himself, "I think I w i l l do some drawing t h i s evening or 
afternoon", and then at the appointed time he would s i t q u i e t l y 
before h i s board and concentrate and a l i n e as d e f i n i t e as a 
p e n c i l l i n e became v i s i b l e to him, which he followed. I f he 
i n a d v e r t e n t l y made a mistake, he had to corr e c t i t before being 
allowed to go on. 
A l l t h i s was done i n d a y l i g h t or i n a l i g h t e d room, and he was 
able to terminate the s i t t i n g at w i l l . 
When a l l seventeen p i c t u r e s were completed i n 1928, he was 
given a d e t a i l e d d e s c r i p t i o n of what each one represented and a l s o 
a h i s t o r y which t e l l s of the customs of t h i s l o s t t r i b e . T h i s 
knowledge came to him by h i s own handwriting, through i n s t r u c t i o n 
from the Old Master. 
I have these pages of d e s c r i p t i o n and h i s t o r y and w i l l r ecord 
here, a few i n t e r e s t i n g f a c t s from them. 
A H i s t o r y of The Tatinkans 
T h i s i s the h i s t o r y of a noble race of people that l i v e d t h i r t y 
thousand years ago. They were c a l l e d Tatinkans. These people 
were of very large s t a t u r e , some of the men being over e i g h t feet 
t a l l , w i t h very broad shoulders. 
They were a powerful race, numbering between eighteen and 
twenty thousand. 
They l i v e d i n a part of the Eastern Hemisphere, which i s 
covered by water at the present time. A great eruption and t i d a l 
wave swallowed up the e n t i r e l o c a l i t y where they l i v e d , burying 
a l l t r a c e s of the race. 
They were a h i g h l y i n t e l l i g e n t people, and very s k i l l e d i n 
b u i l d i n g huge temples, s h r i n e s and b u i l d i n g s of worship. Some of 
t h e i r methods of b u i l d i n g are a l o s t a r t today. They used grey 
and brown marble and green stone which they c a l l e d Tesano, i n the 
c o n s t r u c t i o n of a l l p u b l i c b u i l d i n g s . 
these b u i l d i n g s were a work of a r t i n c o n s t r u c t i o n and• 
d e c o r a t i o n , r e q u i r i n g years to b u i l d and c a l l i n g f o r the most 
s k i l l e d workmen. Some of them presented a mass of b r i l l i a n t 
c o l o r s , blended by a master who planned the decoration of w a l l s , 
c e i l i n g s and f l o o r s . 
They were a very i n d u s t r i o u s people. Sometimes, the 
accomplishment of a task required the devotion of a l i f e time. 
I t was considered a great honor to have accomplished something to 
leave behind as a memorial of one's work. Hence, the wonderful 
p i c t u r e s we have given t o the world, represent a work that took 
years t o p e r f e c t . 
F o l l o w i n g i s a d e s c r i p t i o n of the f i r s t p i c t u r e my Father 
produced. , 
The f i r s t p i c t u r e , "The t r e e of L i f e " , a very ancient work of 
a r t , was by an o l d master by the name of Zagna, who l i v e d 
c e n t u r i e s before the Tatinkans came i n t o power. This p i c t u r e had 
been handed down f o r generations, and had been used a great deal 
by more recent a r t i s t s . I t shows g r a c e f u l curves, which are 
assembled together w i t h crude sketches, d e p i c t i n g the male and 
female together with b i r d s , f i s h , p i g s , a dog and tree. 
I t introduces d i f f e r e n t kinds of flowers, and a l s o the sun, 
moon, and s t a r s . A l l these elements are woven around a mass of 
designs i n p e r f e c t balance. This p i c t u r e was c a l l e d "The Tree of 
L i f e " because i t represented a l l the e s s e n t i a l things t h a t made up 
l i f e i n that era. I t was considered a great honor to possess a 
copy of t h i s p i c t u r e , and i t was found only i n the King's temples 
and home of the great a r t i s t s and designers. I t also hung i n a l l 
places of worship and was considered a great masterpiece. 
Father showed these p i c t u r e s i n New York, Hartford, S p r i n g f i e l d 
and Boston and he l e c t u r e d on t h e i r o r i g i n s and a r t i s t i c 
r e p r e s e n t a t i o n before the Society f o r Psychic Research i n these 
centers. His aim was to advance the cause of S p i r i t u a l i s m and 
prove beyond a doubt t h a t there i s a l i f e a f t e r death. He was a 
very serious medium and never resorted to prophecy, seances or 
fortune t e l l i n g , as money making gimmicks. He kept the c o l l e c t i o n 
of p i c t u r e s together t h i n k i n g someday they might go to a museum 
f o r the p u b l i c to see and enjoy. 
Th i s , then was h i s o b j e c t i v e and h i s dream and he gave to i t 
the best part of h i s l i f e . And yet nothing came of i t . Where 
these p i c t u r e s are today, I have no idea. He ceased w r i t i n g to us 
about them. 
As I have mentioned before, I could never get involved w i t h 
S p i r i t u a l i s m , but f o r t h i s phenomenon to have happened w i t h 
Father as the medium, I cannot but f e e l there i s something 
t a n g i b l e and r e a l and i t evokes a great deal of i n t e r e s t and 
c u r i o s i t y . 
Why was he not allowed to b r i n g t h i s work to a meaningful 
conclusion? Perhaps i t i s the one mystery l e f t to us, which we 
w i l l not be allowed t o s o l v e . 
I f e e l t h i s i s so, and as i t should be. 
S t i l l , i t was a strange phenomenon. 
School i n the Olden Days 
I d i d not begin school u n t i l September of the year 1929 and i n 
the s p r i n g and summer of that year. Grandma decided to teach me to 
w r i t e . This was very bad, of course, and was frowned on by the 
teachers even i n those days, but i t wasn't nearly as bad as 
f i n d i n g out I was h o r r i b l y l e f t handed. She must have known, of 
course, but I guess i t hadn't r e a l l y mattered before. Now i t 
became the be a l l and end a l l , the bug bear of a l l the s k i l l s to 
be learned using my hands. 
C h i l d p s y c h o l o g i s t s today would be h o r r i f i e d to hear her c a l l 
me, however a f f e c t i o n a t e l y , "Kootchy Paw", every time I lapsed 
i n t o my n a t u r a l i n c l i n a t i o n . 
Grandma p r i n t e d a neat row of l e t t e r s on a page of a s c r i b b l e r 
and put a shiny, well-sharpened p e n c i l i n my r i g h t hand, t o l d me 
t o copy them and went about her business. 
I t wouldn't work that way, so I t r a n s f e r r e d the p e n c i l to my 
l e f t hand and began to copy the l e t t e r s with great concentration. 
Grandma soon discovered my deception and she made i t very c l e a r 
that the r i g h t hand must be used f o r w r i t i n g . I t j u s t wasn't done 
any other way. A f t e r much f r u s t r a t i o n and patience and 
a p p l i c a t i o n to the chore, I learned to use my r i g h t hand f o r 
w r i t i n g , at l e a s t , and I made a f a i r s t a r t at p r i n t i n g the 
alphabet. 
I had about a mile and a quarter to walk to school and I met my 
cousin George at the end of our driveway, and f a r t h e r on we met up 
w i t h Chip Underwood and formed a t r i o that l a s t e d through most of 
my years i n the country school. 
Our schoolhouse was painted white w i t h green t r i m . I t had 
three v e r t i c a l windows on each s i d e , a small porch on the f r o n t 
which we e l e g a n t l y c a l l e d the cloakroom. There were hooks a l l 
around f o r coats, a water bucket, a dipper f o r d r i n k i n g from, a 
r o l l e r towel and washbowl th a t was seldom used, and on one side 
stood a smelly kerosene stove t h a t never worked properly. We l e f t 
our lunch buckets there except i n winter when they were brought 
i n t o the classroom i f one d i d n ' t wish to eat frozen sandwiches. I 
c a l l them lunch buckets because they were u s u a l l y small l a r d or 
peanut b u t t e r buckets w i t h a good l i d and a handle f o r c a r r y i n g . 
The east end of the b u i l d i n g was topped by a b e l f r y i n which 
was a f f i x e d a b e l l that had formerly graced a locomotive. Teacher 
rang the b e l l at a quarter to nine and again on the hour,' and t h i s 
was repeated at the c o n c l u s i o n of the lunch hour. I t served to 
speed the steps of any l o i t e r i n g p u p i l s . 
The classroom was f i n i s h e d w i t h varnished tongue and groove to 
a c e r t a i n height and from there to the c e i l i n g i n beaverboard, a 
popular f i n i s h i n g i n those days. I t was very dark and gloomy 
compared to the b r i g h t classrooms today. 
Some of the desks were j o i n e d together, having been n a i l e d t o 
boards. These could be most uncomfortable, and, I suppose, 
downright detrimental to good posture, since there was no way the 
p u p i l could adjust the d i s t a n c e between seat and desk. 
In the primary s e c t i o n there were double desks to accommodate 
two. This was not the best arrangement and I remember f e e l i n g 
very remorseful one day, having a c c i d e n t l y given my desk mate a 
nasty poke i n the eye w i t h the top of my p e n c i l . There was a 
small l i b r a r y i n one corner. This became a treasure trove to me, 
as I soon learned that I loved t o read. 
The school boasted an organ, too, which was used to lead the 
s i n g i n g when we were fortunate to have a teacher or an older g i r l 
who could play. Mice got i n t o i t once and chewed through the 
webbing of one of the pedals so that f o r some time, the organ 
wheezed along with i t ' s volume considerably reduced. Someone 
re p a i r e d i t , e v e n t u a l l y . 
We sang the o l d p a t r i o t i c songs such as Rule B r i t t a n i a , 
0 Canada, of course, and The Maple Leaf Forever, which v i e d w i t h 
0 Canada i n p o p u l a r i t y , but which has long s i n c e sunk i n t o the 
limbo of fo r g o t t e n melodies. I t was a good o l d tune, though, 
wi t h rousing words, even though they didn't make much since. The 
s i n g i n g of these p a t r i o t i c songs was always preceded by the 
teacher's admonition to "Stand at A t t e n t i o n , Eyes Front". I 
wonder when teachers stopped g i v i n g t h i s order. Quite some time 
ago, I t h i n k , judging by the indolent i n d i f f e r e n c e of most people 
when 0 Canada or God Save the Queen i s str u c k up. 
We sang J u a n i t a , always a f a v o r i t e , w i t h pathos, Old Black Joe 
with appropriate melancholy and the catchy Come to the Church i n 
the Wildwood with z e s t . We once won f i r s t p r i z e at a school f a i r 
f o r our s i n g i n g of 0 Canada and our teacher conducted us without 
b e n e f i t of accompaniment, with h i s f o u n t a i n pen. 
Teacher's desk was a p l a i n wooden t a b l e w i t h a p a i r of book-
ends t o support her t e x t books and to hold the hand b e l l she used 
to c a l l us i n from recess. there was a s i n g l e drawer i n i t which 
contained the r e g i s t e r , other small necessary items and the s t r a p . 
This was used when needed and I don't t h i n k anyone suffered any 
harmful p s y c h o l o g i c a l e f f e c t s from i t s use. I t served to i n s t i l l 
a degree of respect which those young teachers had to earn and 
maintain. 
A d e s c r i p t i o n of our school could not be complete without 
i n c l u d i n g the heating system. t h i s c o n s i s t e d of a very l a r g e , 
round u p r i g h t heater, enclosed i n an a s b e s t o s - l i n e guard. I t 
stood at the back of the room and i t ' s f l u e ran the e n t i r e l e n g t h 
of the room, terminating i n a b r i c k chimney. D i r e c t l y beneath the 
chimney was a large metal, c y l i n d r i c a l pipe w i t h some kind of an 
attachment operated by a chain that was supposed to regulate the 
v e n t i l a t i o n . I don't t h i n k i t r e a l l y worked but i t looked 
impressive. 
The heater gave f o r t h a rosy glow on sub-zero days and 
required freguent s t o k i n g with large chunks of wood to maintain 
any degree of comfort i n that uninsulated b u i l d i n g . On r e a l l y 
c o l d days we drew our desks i n a s e m i c i r c l e around the heater's 
comforting warmth. 
Sometimes our heater was temperamental, s u l k i l y sending f o r t h 
v ery l i t t l e heat but much smoke. Then the teacher or one of the 
o l d e r boys j i g g l e d d r a f t s i n the chimney and front of the heater-
opened windows, t r i e d a l l the t r i c k s they knew. Us u a l l y , i t took 
a change i n wind or who knew what, but sometimes on a b l u s t e r y 
March day, there would be a r o a r i n g i n the long f l u e and we would 
have a chimney f i r e . Most of our teachers were from r u r a l areas 
and t h i s occurrence didn't alarm them unduly. There was nothing 
to be done about i t i n any case, beyond making sure everyone got 
out of the b u i l d i n g . 
Our school yard was barren and bleak, guite devoid of t r e e s , 
except at the back where there was a small brushy area and a few 
young poplars. 
Why so many e a r l y s e t t l e r s thought i t necessary to cut down 
a l l the t r e e surrounding a b u i l d i n g s i t e , has always been a puzzle 
to me, but there sat the schoolhouse, i n the bare yard, exposed 
nakedly to the sun of summer and the bone c h i l l i n g winds of 
w i n t e r . 
On e i t h e r side of the l o t , w e l l behind the school, were the out 
houses, a l s o bare and unprotected. In winter, one o f t e n ploughed 
through d r i f t s knee-high to get to them. Needless to say, 
l o i t e r i n g was not one of our f a u l t s i n winter. 
There was a w e l l on the premises, too, and i t was o f t e n a 
source of annoyance because there was enough water used to keep i t 
f r e s h . The men would come then, and draw up a l l the stagnant 
water to make i t f i t f o r use again. In l a t e r years, a new w e l l 
was dug c l o s e to the road and a watering trough supplied so that 
farmers on t h e i r way home from town could stop and water t h e i r 
teams. t h i s w e l l proved more s a t i s f a c t o r y . 
I l i k e d most of my teachers very much. There was a new one 
every f a l l during the e a r l y years and looking back I would say 
t h a t they were very conscientious and endowed with a great deal of 
courage and f o r t i t u d e . They were u s u a l l y young, some f r e s h out of 
Normal School, which was a t r a i n i n g school f o r teachers. 
What a r e s p o n s i b i l i t y they had r e a l l y ! Eight grades to teach 
and supervise both i n school and on the playground. They had to 
apportion the time t o cover the everyday requirements of the 
curriculum, besides being a mediator i n q u a r r e l s , mother to the 
l i t t l e ones, nurse i n times of accidents or upsets and 
d i s c i p l i n a r i a n to boys and g i r l s o f t e n only a year or two younger 
than themselves. They ran the emotional gamut of beginners c r y i n g 
f o r home and mother, a l l the way through the turbulent teenage 
years. They were i n d i r e c t f i r i n g l i n e of parents and the school 
board. There was no p r i n c i p a l to deal with a d m i n i s t r a t i v e d e t a i l s 
or d i s c i p l i n a r y problems and no c o u n s e l l o r to act as a b u f f e r 
between them and parents convinced that Johnny could do on wrong. 
The school was the f o c a l p o i n t of a l l s o c i a l gatherings and 
more often than not. Teacher found h e r s e l f i n sole charge of these 
events, everything except the food. This i s where the mothers 
shone, and i n our community there was always an abundance. No 
store-bought, phoney t a s t i n g goodies. Everything was produced 
from s c r a t c h and came from the c a r e f u l l y tended ovens of wood 
burning ranges, which I think even yet, y i e l d a baking triumph 
t h a t i s unsurpassed by any other method. Good, hot coffee was 
made i n a washboiler over an open f i r e outside, and i t was f r e s h 
and d e l i c i o u s , f l a v o r e d with r e a l cream. 
We had many l i t t l e s o c i a l events i n the l i t t l e schoolhouse, 
dances being the most popular. There was no segregation of 
generations. On the dance f l o o r , one saw couples i n t h e i r 
s e v e n t i e s , middle-agers, and around the outside and i n the corners 
there were the c h i l d r e n , copying t h e i r e l d e r s dance steps. Baby 
s i t t i n g had not yet been invented, so the very young came, too. 
They s l e p t on desk tops or i n a protected corner on the f l o o r , 
w h i l e t h e i r parents enjoyed the fun. 
In l a t e r years, we had a piano and a v i o l i n sometimes f o r 
music, or some other combination of instruments. Anyone who could 
provide music was much i n demand. In the very e a r l y days, though, 
I remember walking to the school or t o a house party and Aunt 
Marion and Uncle Charley would come, sometimes d r i v i n g , most oft e n 
walking i n good weather, c a r r y i n g t h e i r V i t r i o l and a s e l e c t i o n 
of records. There was no danger of having one's ears deafened (as 
there i s today) by the volume of th a t music, but i t served the 
purpose f o r a small gathering and was much enjoyed. 
Christmas concerts were the h i g h l i g h t of the school year. 
Preparations began no l a t e r than October when Teacher produced 
copies of play s , song, r e c i t a t i o n s d r i l l s , e t c . , and p u p i l s were 
s e l e c t e d f o r p a r t s , h o p e f u l l y , best s u i t e d to each one. What fun 
we had, p u t t i n g aside our d u l l lessons f o r the d a i l y p r a c t i c e 
s e s s i o n which grew longer as the " b i g day" approached. 
Excitement mounted wi t h costumes being prepared by mothers, 
stage s e t t i n g s devised with borrowed f u r n i t u r e and a myriad of 
d e t a i l s being delegated to o l d e r p u p i l s . Teacher, of course, bore 
the brunt of i t a l l . 
About two days before the b i g event, some of the older c h i l d r e n 
were allowed to accompany a " b i g boy" who knew how to use an axe, 
to a close neighbor's muskeg t o choose the tre e and bri n g i t , i n 
triumph, to the schoolroom. What a heavenly perfume i t made i n 
that s t u f f y l i t t l e classroom that smelled of chalk and m i t t s , 
rubbers and socks warming by the b i g heater. We spent the re s t of 
the day i n a frenzy of d e l i g h t a f f i x i n g decorations on i t ' s 
branches and p u t t i n g up color e d paper b e l l s and streamers of 
t i n s e l and crepe paper. 
Concert day passed i n a s t a t e of suspended animation. Everyone 
was "high". Last minute rehearsals were h e l d and an e a r l y 
afternoon d i s m i s s a l made, w i t h reminders from Teacher to be sure 
and get back e a r l y i n the evening. There was always at l e a s t one 
tard y f a m i l y to keep Teacher on tender hooks and hold up the 
proceedings. 
So f i n a l l y the whole neighborhood was assembled, bachelors 
i n c l u d e d , and couples who had no c h i l d r e n , they a l l came. 
Needless to say each item on the program was much appreciated and 
v i g o r o u s l y applauded. The climax to the evening was the a r r i v a l 
of Santa w i t h a g i f t f o r every c h i l d and a candy bag conta i n i n g 
hard candy, nuts, a l u s c i o u s Japanese orange and a del e c t a b l e 
popcorn b a l l made by my Aunt Sadie. 
She be came qu i t e famous f o r t h i s t r e a t and made them f o r 
other schools i n the d i s t r i c t . They were a l o t of work, too - t o 
make i n q u a n t i t y . the corn was popped on her wood stove i n a 
small wire popcorn basket and she would o f t e n work l a t e i n the 
evening by the l i g h t of a coal o i l lamp, popping the corn, keeping 
the syrup j u s t r i g h t and shaping the b a l l s . 
Schools arranged dates so that f o l k s could attend neighboring 
concretes and parents and c h i l d r e n enjoyed them immensely. 
Sometimes there would be a pleasant m i l d s p e l l around concert 
time, but i f the temperatures were w e l l below zero we would r i d e 
i n an open s l e i g h , swathed i n heavy c l o t h i n g and blankets covering 
our l e g s . B e l l s on the harness j i n g l e d , the snow sparkled 
f r o s t i l y i n the b r i g h t s t a r l i g h t , and the t r e e s made strange, dark 
shadows. I f there was a moon, i t looked on, very pale and c o l d 
and remote. Sometimes, the Northern L i g h t s t r a i l e d rainbow-hue 
f l a g s across the sky. There was beauty a l l around and we were 
conscious of i t and appreciated i t so much i n those days of 
simple, but r e a l pleasures. 
I o f t e n think of the horses on these occasions, who were t i e d 
o u tside f o r long hours, blanketed, of course, but otherwise 
unsheltered, except f o r a few trees or some brush. Sometimes, i t 
would be snowing too, and small wonder t h a t , at l a s t freed, they 
took o f f f o r home and the s h e l t e r i n g barn, at a good c l i p . 
They were unsung heroes and heroines and when I see today's 
pampered d a r l i n g s , I can appreciate how much those f a i t h f u l beasts 
c o n t r i b u t e d t o our d a i l y l i v e s . 
Another event that took place during the school year was the 
twice annual v i s i t of the School Inspector. These v i s i t s were 
looked forward to wi t h a c e r t a i n degree of t r e p i d a t i o n by our 
young teachers. His report was the main c r i t e r i o n on which the 
school boards based t h e i r d e c i s i o n , when h i r i n g a teacher. 
Somehow, the word got around that he was i n the v i c i n i t y and we 
knew a v i s i t would be imminent. 
Teacher and p u p i l s were more than o r d i n a r i l y c a r e f u l t o keep 
the classroom t i d y , and our neatest work was kept handy f o r 
d i s p l a y . Teacher rehearsed us i n r i s i n g to greet him on h i s 
entrance w i t h proper s a l u t a t i o n and again on h i s departure. 
So, f i n a l l y , one day he came. He was a t a l l , t h i n , q u i t e man 
and h i s name was Mr. LeBlanc. Looking back, I f e e l he was j u s t as 
i l l at ease as Teacher and we were. His i n s p e c t i o n was u s u a l l y 
b r i e f . He would walk about the room and glance at our e x e r c i s e 
books, hear one or two of the primary p u p i l s read, perhaps ask one 
or two questions i n geography or h i s t o r y of the older p u p i l s and 
put an a r i t h m e t i c problem on the blackboard f o r s o l u t i o n by a 
c l a s s . Then, he would dismiss us f o r a recess while he and 
Teacher examined the r e g i s t e r and discussed any problems. 
We played tag games o u t s i d e i n s p r i n g and f a l l and had a small 
b a l l diamond i n the back of the school between the outhouses. 
s i n c e there were never many p u p i l s large enough f o r t h i s game, i t 
wasn't too s a t i s f a c t o r y . The boys spent a l o t of time p l a y i n g 
catch and b a t t i n g . In l a t e r years, b a s k e t b a l l hoops were put up 
and f o r a time, we had a g i r l ' s team and played a few neighborhood 
schools. Sometimes, i n winter a good patch of i c e made f o r 
s l i d i n g , but i f i t was very c o l d , we played i n s i d e games on the 
blackboard such as X 0 X and Hang The Man or Musical Chairs. 
There were no funds f o r playground equipment and no gym f o r 
s p o r t s . We made our own fun as best we could. 
One winter we had a prolonged s p e l l of below zero and stormy 
weather i n January and I was kept at home f o r quite a few days. 
Next month a f t e r the teacher's report had gone i n , there came a 
l e t t e r to Mr. & Mrs. Soper from the Department of Education i n 
Edmonton, s t a t i n g that the law required a schoolage c h i l d t o 
attend school r e g u l a r l y , otherwise the parents or guardians would 
be l i a b l e f o r a f i n e . 
Grandma read the l e t t e r and exclaimed a n g r i l y that she knew 
when i t was f i t weather f o r a c h i l d to go out. 
Uncle Harry then read the l e t t e r and seemed amused by i t . I 
knew i t was about me so I asked, "What dose i t say"? 
He smiled wryly and answered, " I t says i f your Grandma doesn't 
send you t o school r e g u l a r l y she w i l l have to go to j a i l " . 
I was h o r r i f i e d . 
Grandma immediately sent o f f a l e t t e r e x p l a i n i n g how c o l d and 
stormy i t had been and quoted some low temperatures our 
thermometer had recorded. Back came a r e p l y with a l i s t of 
temperatures f o r January, compiled, no doubt, from thermometers 
c a r e f u l l y c o n t r o l l e d i n those l i t t l e white louvered boxes that 
were a f a m i l i a r s i g h t at weather s t a t i o n s . The temperatures made 
a l i a r out of Grandma. 
Again Grandpa s a i d , "They be educated Fools". 
He was r i g h t . Their temperatures d i d not take i n t o account the 
" c h i l l f a c t o r " of a b i t i n g wind. That term had not been coined, 
nor d i d i t consider the deep d r i f t s of snow to be plowed through. 
However, t h e r e a f t e r , I always t r i e d to minimize bad weather so 
as not to miss too much school. I didn't want to see my Grandma 
go to j a i l . 
The most important part of going t o school, of course, were our 
s t u d i e s . Teachers put emphasis on the fundamentals which was the 
best they could do w i t h such an age range to contend with. I 
remember how boring Grade 1 was. I spent hours p l a y i n g w i t h 
i n c r e d i b l y d i r t y , smelly p l a s t i c i n e or p i l e s of colored s t i c k s . 
I t proved nothing except that I had no c r e a t i v e t a l e n t s whatever 
i n these f i e l d s . When we had learned to p r i n t and count and read 
simple sentences though, things were much be t t e r . 
We had r a p i d c a l c u l a t i o n each morning when we came i n f r e s h 
from our walk to school. Long columns of f i g u r e s were awaiting us 
on the board and Teacher would run up them with her pointer while 
each p u p i l took a t u r n at adding them audibly. M u l t i p l i c a t i o n 
d r i l l was done d a i l y , too, w i t h a c l o c k face drawn on the board 
and the number of the times t a b l e marked i n the center. Teacher 
went around the clock once or twice t o limber us up and then 
skipped at random as each p u p i l i n t u r n c a l l e d out the answers. 
This was an e x c e l l e n t way of t e a c h i n g m u l t i p l i c a t i o n tables to a 
small c l a s s , perhaps four at the most. We got very expert at i t 
and I can s t i l l r e c a l l the answers, i n s t a n t l y . 
We had s p e l l i n g bees, too, and even n a t u r a l l y poor s p e l l e r s 
learned, i f only through sheer r e p e t i t i o n . 
In geography, we drew maps and e v e n t u a l l y we were required to 
draw a map of the world's hemispheres from memory and put i n a l l 
the c ontinents, the oceans and seas and the c h i e f archipelagoes. 
A map of the B r i t i s h I s l e s from memory included a l l the p r i n c i p a l 
p o r t s , large c i t i e s and surrounding oceans. 
I s t i l l see i n my mind's eye, the map of Canada with a l l the 
provinces, main r i v e r s , c a p i t a l c i t i e s , and main railway l i n e s . 
T his was a f a v o r i t e guestion asked on a Grade V I I I f i n a l exam. 
Our education may not have been d i v e r s i f i e d but i t was thorough 
and I venture to say there was not a p u p i l who was graduated from 
t h a t one-room school who could not read adequately and w r i t e a 
l e g i b l e , coherent sentence or do p r a c t i c a l a r i t h m e t i c when the 
need arose, without b e n e f i t of a c a l c u l a t o r . 
Teachers read books to us too, u s u a l l y f o r a h a l f hour every 
afternoon. We g l o r i e d i n the Adventures of Tom Sawyer, The Swiss 
Family Robinson and Treasure I s l a n d and we c e r t a i n l y could r e l a t e 
to those wonderful s t o r i e s of the west, w r i t t e n by our own 
Canadian authoress N e l l i e McClung. One of our teachers who wore 
gla s s e s , always c r i e d over the sad parts and she was forever 
having t o remove her glasses t o wipe them and her eyes. 
Grade V I I I f i n a l exams came from the Department of Education, 
each exam sealed i n a separate envelope, not to be opened before 
the appointed time. They were d e l i v e r e d each day by my Uncle 
Harry who was the s e c r e t a r y - t r e a s u r e r of the school board. A l l 
books had to be removed from our desks, there was on one i n the 
classroom but the teacher and those w r i t i n g the exam. The 
candidates were p o s i t i o n e d f a r enough apart from each other so 
there could be no passing of notes. Exams had a time l i m i t , but 
each p u p i l had to stay f o r the a l l o t t e d time whether or not he was 
f i n i s h e d . 
A l l t h i s p r o t o c o l made us f e e l very important and gave a 
s i g n i f i c a n c e to our having completed eight years of education. 
The l i t t l e school had no more to o f f e r us. Only a few were 
able to take advantage of f u r t h e r education i n those e a r l y years. 
Mow came the time of wondering whether or not we passed. 
Results would come from the Department i n about f i v e or s i x weeks. 
How eagerly or perhaps f e a r f u l l y we haunted the post o f f i c e as the 
time drew near and how happy I was, having ridden to town on 
horseback to come rushing back w i t h my diploma and announce that I 
had passed. There were four of us that year and we were a l l 
s u c c e s s f u l . 
The end of the school term i n June meant a p i c n i c at "The 
Creek". This was much looked forward t o , and i t was very sad i f 
r a i n s p o i l e d the day. School was over and s p i r i t s were high. 
there was always a program of races of a l l kinds and u s u a l l y a 
b a l l game w i t h the Dad's t a k i n g p a r t . There were other games too, 
f o r smaller f o l k s and b i g , not too deep hole i n that rocky creek 
where we could "go i n " . 
U s u a l l y the s w i f t running water was i c y c o l d but we undressed 
i n the bushes and put on bathing s u i t s of a l l kinds and 
d e s c r i p t i o n s and went i n to splash and paddle and duck each other 
w i t h much h o l l e r i n g and laughter. No matter that we had goose 
pimples and c h a t t e r i n g teeth. This was a c e l e b r a t i o n preceding a 
whole g l o r i o u s summer that l a y ahead. 
The p i c n i c that ended the day was always d e l i c i o u s . Mothers 
had made wonderful taste-tempting goodies. There was creamy potato 
salad, r i c h w i t h y o l k s from farm f r e s h eggs, t a s t y ham and perhaps 
weiners and a l l manner of d e l e c t a b l e cakes and cookies, a b i g 
crock of tangy homemade lemonade and the gourmet d e l i g h t of the 
day was a b i g f r e e z e r of i c e cream that was always brought by the 
Minns f a m i l y . 
There i s on way t o descr i b e the d e l i g h t f u l t a s t e of i c e cream 
that i s made wit h l o t s of r e a l cream i n an o l d hand f r e e z e r . No 
commercial product can touch i t . I t i s the u l t i m a t e . 
Growing Up 
When I was able t o w r i t e w e l l enough, Grandma said I must 
w r i t e t o my fa t h e r and other r e l a t i v e s who remembered me at 
Christmas times and on my birthdays and I was never allowed t o 
neglect a "Thank You" l e t t e r . 
She had not, i n her busy l i f e , found time to improve her s k i l l s 
i n w r i t i n g and reading, and she found w r i t i n g l e t t e r s g u i t e a 
chore, though she had always kept i n touch w i t h absent f a m i l y 
members and looked forward eagerly and l o n g i n g l y f o r t h e i r 
infrequent l e t t e r s . 
So, I wrote l e t t e r s t o Dear Papa, Aunt Emily, my cousin Tommy 
and my mother's s i s t e r , Aunt A l i c e i n Maine. 
Now that Papa was remarried. Grandma was i n a b i t of a quandary 
as t o how I should address my stepmother. "She i s n ' t your 
mother", she s a i d , "so you can't c a l l her Mama". 
She wasn't about t o r e l i n q u i s h her t i t l e of Grandma, e i t h e r , to 
the mother-in-law. F i n a l l y , she compromised by t e l l i n g me t o 
inclu d e Mama Doris and Auntie Perkins i n my l e t t e r s to Dear Papa. 
I wrote about school and my d a i l y a c t i v i t i e s , news about the 
fam i l y and any messages Grandma wished to convey. I t was a great 
help t o her and made me f e e l g u i t e important. 
About the time I s t a r t e d school, r e l a t i v e s kept coming from the 
East t o v i s i t at the Underwood home, and Aunt Sadie's s i s t e r came 
once f o r a whole summer. And there began a worrisome problem f o r 
me. Aunt and Uncles would suggest to Grandma that when these 
people returned to the East, i t would be a pe r f e c t opportunity t o 
send me i n care of one of them, back to my Papa. My Aunt Annie 
was very vocal on t h i s t e r r i b l e idea. Grandma was often not w e l l , 
and i n her f o r t h r i g h t manner. Aunt Annie s a i d i t was the only 
s e n s i b l e t h i n g to do, to ensure my futu r e care and give me 
op p o r t u n i t i e s I could never hope to r e a l i z e on the farm. 
I t bothered me more than anyone r e a l i z e d . I hated the id e a . 
Father was a stranger to me. I loved my home, my grandparents and 
my uncles and aunts. These were a l l f a m i l i a r people who had been 
good to me. I loved l i v i n g on the farm, where I was free t o roam 
the f i e l d s and pastures and explore the paths with my dog. 
There were so many t h i n g I enjoyed i n the outdoors and looked 
forward to as the seasons changed. I couldn't bear to think about 
being sent away to a strange place among strange people. This 
b l i g h t on my summers l a s t e d f o r a few years and I was always 
r e l i e v e d when the v i s i t o r s departed without me. I think I was 
about twelve years o l d before I f i n a l l y came to understand that 
w h i l e Grandma l i v e d , she had no i n t e n t i o n s of sending me back to 
Papa. She had ingrained m i s t r u s t of stepmothers and she always 
put an end to the d i s c u s s i o n s by saying,"I promised her dear 
Mother I would be good to her and I intend to keep that promise". 
Did I miss some golden o p p o r t u n i t i e s ? Would my l i f e have been 
any happier? 
I w i l l never know and I have never cared. I knew that I loved 
these two o l d people d e a r l y . They had given up hope of ever 
r e t u r n i n g to the home where they had been so prosperous and happy, 
and they were r e c o n c i l e d to make the best of what they had. I 
have always been happy i n knowing that I made t h e i r l i f e a l i t t l e 
l e s s l o n e l y . 
A l l our farm f a m i l y homes were b u i l t of logs i n the t y p i c a l 
pioneer log cabin s t y l e w i t h no c e i l i n g s . Ours consisted of a 
l a r g e main b u i l d i n g , w i t h a l o g lean-to k i t c h e n on the west s i d e . 
T h i s k i t c h e n became a s t o r e room f o r a l l manner of things and so a 
frame lean-to kitchen was b u i l t on the south end. 
The main part was d i v i d e d i n t o a l a r g e l i v i n g room, a l a r g e 
bedroom f o r Grandma and Grandpa, a s m a l l e r one f o r Uncle Harry and 
a l i t t l e alcove where I s l e p t . 
Grandma had used every a v i l a b l e resource to make that o l d house 
comfortable and cozy. There was heavy paper, c a l l e d b u i l d i n g 
paper on the w a l l s to cover the chinks between the logs and a worn 
carpet on the l i v i n g room f l o o r . - Mats i n the bedroom acted as 
shock absorbers between warm feet and c o l d , bare boards. There 
were comfortable c h a i r s brought from the east, each one padded and 
cushioned to s u i t our i n d i v i d u a l preferences. 
As the house s e t t l e d , the window frames became d r a f t y and 
Grandma hung heavy blankets over those i n the bedrooms. In 
extremely c o l d weather, she brought i n a l l the perishables from 
the k i t c h e n and we cooked breakfast on the heater and ate on a 
round t a b l e that stood beside Grandpa's f a v o r i t e easy c h a i r . 
As long as he was able. Grandpa cut and c a r r i e d i n the wood f o r 
the heater and cook stove. He used a cross cut saw and spent a 
good part of each winter day at t h i s chore, bundled up i n a 
sheepskin coat and hat w i t h ear f l a p s t i e d snugly beneath h i s c h i n 
i n sub-zero weather. 
A great p i l e of wood was stacked against the w a l l and a coal 
o i l lamp, turned low, was kept burning on the round t a b l e and 
o f t e n I would wake i n the night or very e a r l y morning to see 
Grandpa i n h i s long, white f l a n n e l e t t e night s h i r t coming out t o 
stoke the f i r e . 
So much heat rose to the r a f t e r s , that i n s p i t e of Grandpa's 
e f f o r t s there would of t e n be f r o s t on the sheet from our breath, 
but I was always cozy i n my bed, the warmest spot i n the house, 
near the heater. 
In 1922, Grandma began to s u f f e r sever bouts of pain and 
i l l n e s s that l e f t her weak f o r days. Uncle Harry was always a 
great comfort t o her when she was i l l . He had a s p e c i a l s k i l l i n 
d e a l i n g w i t h her every whim. Mrs. Underwood would come too, and 
s i t up at n i g h t w i t h her and do whatever she could to make her 
more comfortable. 
As these bouts became more severe, she f e l t they were attacks 
of acute i n d i g e s t i o n and began to be cautious about her d i e t , but 
i n f a c t they were g a l l bladder a t t a c k s . In November 1922, she was 
very i l l and Dr. Meyer was sent f o r . She had f i r s t met him i n the 
e a r l y days when she had accompanied Aunt Marion to h i s o f f i c e . 
Aunt Marion had been experiencing very alarming symptoms and on 
h i s examination of her, he took a medical book from a s h e l f and 
read her a l i s t of symptoms that were i d e n t i c a l to hers and made 
the d i a g n o s i s of an "inward or t o x i c g o i t e r " , which required 
surgery. Subsequently, Uncle C h a r l i e mortgaged h i s farm, l e f t h i s 
l i v e s t o c k i n the care of h i s brother and h i s son Ernest, with 
Grandpa and Grandma, took Aunt Marion to the Mayo C l i n i c , where 
the operation was s u c c e s s f u l l y performed and on her recovery, they 
returned home. 
In the course of t h e i r conversation on t h i s f i r s t meeting w i t h 
Dr. Meyer, Grandma learned that he was a l s o from Devonshire and he 
t o l d her h i s f a m i l y always spent t h e i r summers at a luxury 
seashore r e s o r t i n Torquay. 
Grandma, l o o k i n g s t r a i g h t at him, q u i t e t a c t l e s s l y remarked, 
"Well, what are you doing i n t h i s God forsaken country? You must 
be the black sheep of the f a m i l y " . 
He was q u i t e d e l i g h t e d and laughed h e a r t i l y . In her occasional 
meetings w i t h him f o l l o w i n g t h i s i n c i d e n t , she came to have great 
f a i t h i n him and he, i n t u r n , admired t h i s f e i s t y , o l d lady, and 
that was what he c a l l e d her, so when he came and found her i n such 
d i s t r e s s he s a i d k i n d l y , but f i r m l y , "Well, o l d lady. I am going 
to put you i n the h o s p i t a l " . 
As had a l l o l d e r people of that generation, she had a dread of 
h o s p i t a l s . They were a l a s t r e s o r t , a place to d i e . 
She voiced t h i s o pinion, say she could j u s t as e a s i l y d i e at 
home. 
He assured her her fe a r s were much exaggerated, but i f she 
didn't go, the attack s might become more severe, and she could 
very w e l l d i e . She was not q u i t e convinced and put up a feeble 
argument, complaining that she wouldn't be able to sleep a wink on 
a hard h o s p i t a l mattress because she was so accustomed to her 
feather bed. 
Dr. Meyer j u s t smiled and s a i d he would speak to Matron about 
how soon a bed would be a v a i l a b l e i n that small h o s p i t a l . He l e f t 
her some medicine f o r the pain and t o l d Uncle Harry to come i n the 
next day and f i n d out how soon she would be admitted. Two day 
l a t e r , Aunt Sadie came wit h her team and l i g h t wagon and Grandma 
was helped i n t o i t w i t h many cushions and blankets around her t o 
minimize the j o l t i n g on the rough road. In the back of the 
wagon, c a r e f u l l y wrapped was her feather mattress. Dr. Meyer had 
persuaded Matron to bend the r u l e s . I'm sure i t was a f i r s t f o r 
that or any other h o s p i t a l . 
She stayed several weeks and loved every minute of i t . The 
whole s t a f f , from the c l e a n i n g g i r l s to the Matron, catered to her 
every comfort. She was on a d i e t and enjoyed having her meals 
prepared and served to her, and f o r the f i r s t time i n her l i f e she 
had the opportunity f o r a good r e s t . When not too busy, the 
nurses and Matron would come and v i s i t with her and she showed 
them j u s t how to f l u f f up her feather mattress. 
Major s u r g i c a l cases were sent to Edmonton and i n those days, 
even there, Dr. Meyer f e l t she would not survive such an 
operation. He had never t o l d her e x a c t l y what her trouble was and 
I suspect he hoped that w i t h luck and the treatment he pr e s c r i b e d , 
the offending stone would be e l i m i n a t e d . This must have happened, 
because she recovered n i c e l y and was able to come home again, 
feather mattress and a l l . Best of a l l , she never had another 
attack. 
She cherished the memory of the kind f r i e n d s she had made 
during her stay and on two or three occasions, was happy to 
welcome them i n her own home. 
While she was i l l , I stayed w i t h Uncle Charley and Aunt 
Marion. Their only c h i l d , Ernest, perhaps not seeing much f u t u r e 
on the farm, had l e f t home when he was about s i x t e e n and obtained 
work i n a logging camp. He came home p e r i o d i c a l l y i n winter, 
u s u a l l y b r i n g i n g a f r i e n d w i t h him and he was home that year. 
Remembering back, I r e a l i z e how that household came to l i f e . 
Aunt Marion was i n seventh heaven cooking a l l the good things he 
l i k e d , making h i s f r i e n d welcome and g e n e r a l l y r e v e l l i n g i n the 
j o k i n g and high s p i r i t s of these young men. 
She must have dreaded to see them leave i n the spring and, I'm 
sure, went about her d a i l y chores w i t h a heavy heart. She was 
very k i n d to me and perhaps I f i l l e d an empty niche i n her l i f e . 
I remember dressing up i n winter togs and going out with her f o r 
a walk i n the new snow. She made me see how nice and clean 
e v e r y t h i n g was and how f r e s h the a i r smelled. We saw some r a b b i t 
t r a c k s and heard the d i s t a n t t i n k l e of s l e i g h b e l l s on some 
neighbor's team going along the main road. Finding an open spot, 
she flopped down i n the snow and showed me how to make an angel. 
She was a short, q u i t e stout person but very supple and l i g h t on 
her f e e t and able to get up without d i s t u r b i n g the snowy p a t t e r n . 
She played with me as another c h i l d might have done and read me 
wonderful, e x c i t i n g s t o r i e s and q u i e t , warm, l o v i n g ones about 
f r i e n d s and pets and home, the kind of s t o r i e s every c h i l d should 
share w i t h a parent or loved one. 
I helped her cook and i n summer when I v i s i t e d , we fed the 
chickens and gathered the eggs and made t r i p s to the garden f o r 
vegetables and when I was a l i t t l e o l d e r , she taught me to 
crochet. 
I was a l i t t l e a f r a i d of uncle Charley at f i r s t . He had a 
ra t h e r f i e r c e mustache and spoke a b i t g r u f f l y . One l o v e l y June 
evening, I went to town with him i n the buggy to take a can of 
cream to the depot f o r e a r l y shipment next morning. The days were 
very long and t w i l i g h t was an unhurried, b e a u t i f u l , peaceful time, 
undisturbed i n those days by the roar or s h a t t e r i n g c l a t t e r of 
mechanical conveyance. There was j u s t b i r d songs and the c l o p , 
c l o p of the horses hooves and the sound of the wheels. There had 
been a shower before supper and i t was w i l d rose time. The fence 
l i n e s were camouflaged i n beauty. Whether i t was the heavenly 
fragrance or the f a c t that we were alone, I forgot my shyness and 
t a l k e d and t a l k e d and Uncle Charley t a l k e d r i g h t back and s a i d 
funny things to make me laugh and l e t me d r i v e the horses. 
A l t o g e t h e r , i t was a d e l i g h t f u l experience and because we were 
able to communicate, I was never again a f r a i d or shy with Uncle 
Charley. 
Aunt Marion and Uncle Charley came o f t e n to see us at home and 
I was never happier than when I could go f o r a v i s i t to t h e i r 
p l a c e . The years were going by, though, and cousin Ernest was 
married and l i v i n g Oregon and they began to t a l k of going there to 
be near him. Thy put t h e i r farm up f o r s a l e and once or twice, 
when prospective buyers came, I f e l t t h a t my world would c o l l a p s e 
i f they went away. However I was s i x t e e n before they f i n a l l y s o l d 
and were able to be reun i t e d w i t h Ernest. 
A note from the d i a r y about the unpredictable weather: 
A p r i l 9, 1922 - Snow a l l gone. 
June 5 - Froze - t h i n i c e . 
June 6 - Hard f r o s t . 
Grandpa loved to take h i s walking s t i c k and roam about the 
pl a c e . In w i l d strawberry season, he would pick r i p e and green 
b e r r i e s together w i t h blossoms and b r i n g them as a bouquet to 
Grandma. 
Our cows were u s u a l l y kept i n a pasture at nigh t , but during 
the day they roamed at w i l l over our own unfenced areas and other 
vacant quarters and being the creatures they are, always l o o k i n g 
f o r greener grass, they sometimes wandered f o r q u i t e a distance. 
Hearing t h e i r b e l l s i n the fornoon was never a guarantee that they 
would be i n that v i c i n i t y l a t e i n the afternoon. 
As long as Grandpa was able, he set f o r t h every afternoon about 
f i v e o'clock to b r i n g them home f o r m i l k i n g He was never too 
sure of h i s d i r e c t i o n s and one afternoon he wandered o f f the t r a i l 
i n t o the brush i n search of an e l u s i v e b e l l which turned out to be 
on a neighbor's cow and i n no time at a l l he was thoroughly 
confused. 
Supper time came and Uncle Harry found the cows and milked them 
but there was on s i g n of Grandpa. We began to worry that he might 
have had an accident. Uncle Harry h u r r i e d to Uncle Georges and 
the two of them set out to look f o r Grandpa w i t h l a n t e r n s . A f t e r 
searching i n se v e r a l places and much h o l l e r i n g and c a l l i n g , they 
found him across the main road i n the bush on the vacant quarter 
t h a t had belonged to h i s olde s t daughter F l o r r i e and her f a m i l y . 
I t was ten o'clock when they f i n a l l y brought him home, t i r e d and 
hungry and very r e l i e v e d to have been rescued. 
They t o l d him, i n fu t u r e , he was never to go o f f the road 
unless the cows were i n p l a i n s i g h t . I t wasn't long a f t e r t h i s 
i n c i d e n t that I was able to r i d e w e l l enough and b r i n g i n g home the 
cows became my job. 
One day, however. Grandpa was about h a l f a mile from home, 
enjoying a walk along the road when a t o u r i n g car p u l l e d up along 
s i d e him. In i t were a man and woman and a boy and the woman 
asked him i f he could d i r e c t them t o Harry Soper's place. 
"Well, yes", s a i d Grandpa, "You be i n luck. Harry Soper be my 
son and I be going home so i f y o u ' l l l e t me r i d e along, I ' l l take 
ee d i r e c t l y there". 
So s h o r t l y they drove i n t o the yard and Grandma came out 
wondering who was coming to see us i n a car. Grandpa t o l d her 
that they wanted to see Harry and she took one look and c r i e d ; 
"Why, Father, you o l d f o o l , t i s Em". 
Aunt Emily had purposely stayed i n the car to prolong the joke 
she had played on her f a t h e r . He took a l o t of t e a s i n g about not 
being able to recognize h i s own daughter and he contended that 
s i n c e he hadn't seen them f o r about four years and Tommy had 
changed so much, i t was on wonder. 
They stayed f o r about two weeks and that was our f i r s t 
experience i n the joys of car r i d i n g . What fun i t was to go t o 
town or to go f o r a d r i v e or v i s i t at such speed. Even our roads 
didn't seem so bad as we bumped g a i l y over the r u t s . Grandma 
enjoyed i t immensely and Uncle Frank was most generous i n sharing 
t h i s pleasure w i t h her. We toured the country and went to places 
where we had never been. I t was a happy and t h r i l l i n g i n t e r l u d e 
i n our q u i e t l i f e . 
About a m i l e to the south of us, Aunt Sadie, Uncle George and 
cousin George l i v e d . George was my childhood companion and 
playmate. We were together a great d e a l , e i t h e r at h i s place or 
ours. We got along w e l l and had countless happy hours together 
r i g h t up u n t i l we each found our own romantic a t t r a c t i o n . 
Their home was a cozy place. I t always seemed to me to be a 
happy, serene home. Aunt Sadie was the kind of person who was 
never governed by the c l o c k . Her days were relaxed and unhurried 
and except i n a r e a l busy season, meal were not s t r i c t l y on time, 
but v a c i l l a t e d to s u i t the a c t i v i t i e s of the household. She was a 
pleasant l o o k i n g , s m i l i n g woman w i t h a rosy complexion, gray-blue 
eyes and a wreath of c u r l y h a i r which she wore long and put up at 
the back. She had a great love of Nature and the outdoors drew 
her l i k e a magnet. They l i v e d beneath the brow of a small brushy 
h i l l and I have known her to leave whatever she was doing and walk 
up the road a quarter of a m i l e where she could see the horizon, 
and watch the splendor of the sunset. F l y i n g geese f a s c i n a t e d her 
and she always knew the n e s t i n g places of b i r d s i n the brush 
surrounding her home and one winter coaxed a chickadee to eat 
from her o u t s t r e t c h e d hand. P i c n i c s and sports outings were a 
d e l i g h t to her and i f a shower threatened, she was no l e s s 
dismayed than we c h i l d r e n and would scan the sky anxiously f o r "a 
patch of blue sky b i g enough to make a Dutchman's pants", which, 
when i t appeared, meant we could hook up the horses and go. 
She made e x c e l l e n t b u t t e r , churning the cream i n a hand 
operated churn, washing and working the buttermilk out and making 
the butter p r i n t s w i t h a hand press and wrapping them i n s p e c i a l 
parchment paper used f o r b u t t e r . 
Saturdays, she got ready to go t o town w i t h homemade butter and 
eggs and a j a r of buttermilk f o r one s p e c i a l customer. She had 
two r e g u l a r places of c a l l , where f o r years she s o l d her produce, 
and any surplus went to a s t o r e i n trade f o r g r o c e r i e s . 
An e n t r y i n her d i a r y notes that i n Feb.1925, eggs were s e l l i n g 
f o r .35 cents a dozen and b u t t e r f o r .40 cents a pound. She a l s o 
s o l d 20 dressed chickens that weighed a t o t a l of 127 pounds and 
received f o r them, $29.21. 
Sometimes the whole f a m i l y went to town f o r an outing away from 
the farm, but often i n busy times, she would go alone or with 
George. She had been taught as a c h i l d to s i t on a straigh-backed 
c h a i r without touching the back and consequently she had a very 
erect c a r r i a g e . In my minds eye I see her s i t t i n g poised and 
serene, g u i d i n g the f a i t h f u l horses over the often times muddy and 
r u t t e d roads. In winter, she wore a great shaggy, but w e l l - f i t t e d 
f u r coat, brought from the east, and though the temperature may 
have been w e l l below zero, she sat on l e s s erect and always drove 
her team w i t h kindness and a f f e c t i o n . 
There were about the community i n those days, a number of 
bachelors who were always made welcome whenever they came to 
v i s i t , and many a one l e f t her home w i t h a baked t r e a t or a mended 
jacket or m i t t or a button replaced. When threshing time came, 
they c a l l e d on her to cook f o r t h e i r crew. She would h i t c h up her 
f a i t h f u l horses and make a t r i p to town f o r needed groceries, then 
she would spend a day baking and go f o r t h to the bachelor's house 
(often l i t t l e more than a shack) w i t h p i e s and p i c k l e s and some 
cream i f he d i d not keep a cow. 
Uncle George was one of the g e n t l e s t men I have ever known. 
He was q u i e t and not given to express himself f o r c i b l y . He would 
s i t q u i e t l y l i s t e n i n g to a d i s c u s s i o n and suddenly s u r p r i s e 
everyone w i t h a very p e r t i n e n t opinion or a q u i e t l y spoken 
w i t t i c i s m . He was very devoted to h i s f a m i l y and home and 
s u f f e r e d intense homesickness i f separated from them for any 
length of time. I t seemed th a t he needed to be near them f o r the 
sake of h i s own well-being. 
He was a good husbandman. His c a t t l e were sleek and w e l l - f e d 
and h i s p i g s and chickens t h r i f t y , and he always grew an e x c e l l e n t 
garden. He grew so fond of h i s animals, i t was often a wrench to 
slaughter them f o r market or f o r the t a b l e . 
Aunt r a i s e d a nice f l o c k of turkeys some years, and I 
remember Uncle George saying how he had enjoyed watching them 
grow, s t r u t t i n g about i n the sunshine and t a k i n g pleasure i n being 
a l i v e even as we humans, and how he hated to end t h e i r b r i e f l i f e . 
Of the e n t i r e f a m i l y who came form the east, he was the only one 
with a t r u e bent f o r farming, and I a l s o t h i n k he and Aunt 
never r e g r e t t e d the move. 
They were both very c l o s e to Grandma and Grandpa, and Aunt 
Sadie was u n f a i l i n g l y k i n d t o her mother-in-law and as f a r as I 
know, there was never a harsh word between them. 
Uncle Harry 
Uncle Harry was a very i n d i f f e r e n t farmer, i n f a c t , he was no 
farmer at a l l . Because he spent almost every evening at the 
Undrewood household, h i s chores were kept to a minimum. 
A f t e r the d i s a s t r o u s l o s s of the milk cows, he never attempted 
to b u i l d up another herd and there were always only one or two 
cows to m i l k . As long as the cows were bred and freshened 
r e g u l a r l y , he had an h i t or miss s i t u a t i o n , and I r e c a l l a time 
one winter when Uncle George supplied us w i t h a can of milk each 
day f o r house use. 
Uncle Harry d i d not keep pigs nor chickens, which most farmers 
f e l t were an important supplement to t h e i r income as w e l l as a 
necessary source of food. Gardening d i d not i n t e r e s t him n e i t h e r , 
and as Grandpa became l e s s able to take an a c t i v e part i n 
p l a n t i n g , about the o n l y t h i n g we grew were potatoes, some l e t t u c e 
and cabbage. He depended s o l e l y on a g r a i n crop f o r h i s income 
and because of unpredictable weather and sometimes u n s a t i s f a c t o r y 
marketing, h i s gains were meager from year to year. The b u i l d i n g s 
and fence f e l l i n t o d i s r e p a i r and any renovating done to our house 
was u s u a l l y done by Uncle George, who was a good carpenter. He 
d i d l i t t l e to increase h i s acreage, o n l y cropping the f i e l d s 
a l r e a d y under c u l t i v a t i o n on h i s own quarter and the "home place". 
He and Uncle George always shared the seeding and h a r v e s t i n g 
and I am sure Uncle George was often c a l l e d on f o r help when he 
might have used the time to h i s own advantage and had i t not been 
f o r h i s Mother and Father, he might have refused. 
C u t t i n g and h a u l i n g wood was one chore that could not be 
neglected i f one wished to su r v i v e the long, c o l d w i n t e r s , and the 
two brothers sometimes shared t h i s job. In l a t e r years, a 
neighbor w i t h a buzz saw went around the d i s t r i c t to cut the wood 
i n t o stove lengths. The z i n g , zing of the saw as i t zipped 
through the logs was a b e a u t i f u l sound to the men who had 
p r e v i o u s l y spent many toilsome hours w i t h a crosscut saw c u t t i n g 
f i rewood. 
Grandma t a l k e d to me a l o t about Papa and t r i e d her best t o 
f o s t e r a father-daughter r e l a t i o n s h i p . She would never t o l e r a t e 
any c r i t i c i s m of him from other f a m i l y members, who thought he 
should TDe sending her money r e g u l a r l y f o r my support and she, 
h e r s e l f , never complained. He was her w e l l - l o v e d son and her 
youngest and she was " a l l mother" to a l l her c h i l d r e n to the end 
of her days. 
He was, to me, a f a r away nebulous character. His infrequent 
l e t t e r s t o l d mainly of h i s work i n the advancement of S p i r i t u a l i s m 
and s a i d very l i t t l e about any monetary returns, but there were 
promises of a b r i g h t e r f u t u r e when t h i s s a i d work was perfected. 
I found very l i t t l e i n t e r e s t i n h i s l e t t e r s so, q u i t e n a t u r a l l y , I 
looked on Uncle Harry as a surrogate f a t h e r . He was always good 
to me and I was very fond of him. 
I would run out t o meet him when he brought the horses to the 
w e l l f o r t h e i r noon d r i n k and he would put me up on one of them 
f o r a r i d e back to the barn. He taught me to r i d e h i s b e a u t i f u l 
l i g h t bay mare bareback. She was very gentle and he was proud of 
her. Later, I used a saddle and rode her son Barney and f o r 
years, spent many happy hours on h i s back and regarded him as my 
horse. 
In s p r i n g , I loved to r i d e the seed d r i l l with Uncle Harry and 
watch the grains of wheat or oats f a l l i n t o the l i t t l e furrows and 
then be covered up and when he plowed, I would watch the shiny 
b l a c k b i r d s p i c k i n g up worms and i n s e c t s i n the newly turned s o i l . 
The smell of i t was r i c h and wholesome, the earthy smell that t o 
a farmer i s the very essence of a promising harvest. 
He made me a swing between two poplar t r e e s , which gave me 
great pleasure and when George and Chip Underwood came to play we 
would stand on i t i n p a i r s and r e a l l y make i t go. He was always 
i n t e r e s t e d i n my progress at school and was pleased when I brought 
home a good report card. Sometimes when I took lunch to him i n 
the f i e l d and we were alone, he would t a l k to me about my Mother 
and t e l l me about things she had s a i d and done and I gathered t h a t 
she had been a s p i r i t e d , f u n - l o v i n g young woman and I think he had 
been very fond of h i s youngest s i s t e r - i n - l a w . 
He was very moody at times, u s u a l l y when things were not happy 
between himself and Mrs. Underwood. We a l l learned to leave him 
alone at such times and he would immerse himself i n a book or 
magazine and speak only r a r e l y , but when he was i n a good mood, on 
one could be more i n t e r e s t i n g or l i g h t - hearted and he was w i t t y 
and fun to be with . 
There was good conversation i n our home. Newspapers and 
magazine, though a week l a t e i n reaching us, were no l e s s a v i d l y 
read and t h e i r contents discussed at length. Current a f f a i r s were 
discussed i n d e t a i l and were taken much more s e r i o u s l y i s the case 
today with our news having such a s e n s a t i o n a l aura. 
P o l i t i c s was always a hot subject i n the Soper fam i l y . Because 
there were so few other th i n g s to i n t e r e s t us, e l e c t i o n s of a l l 
k i n d s ; school board, municipal, p r o v i n c i a l or f e d e r a l , were 
p a r t i c i p a t e d i n wi t h great f e r v o r . The apathy to things p o l i t i c a l 
today was t o t a l l y l a c k i n g back then. Grandma and Grandpa, i n 
s p i t e of age and i n f i r m i t i e s , never missed c a s t i n g t h e i r votes. 
We always knew who voted f o r whom i n our small community. Many 
times p o l i t i c a l meeting r e s u l t e d i n heated arguments and i n s u l t s 
were h u r l e d back and f o r t h between neighbors but the uproar 
u s u a l l y l a s t e d only u n t i l a f t e r the e l e c t i o n . 
Uncle Harry was u s u a l l y i n v o l v e d i n some way with every 
e l e c t i o n and he g l o r i e d i n i t . He was a very able speaker and 
would have made an e x c e l l e n t p o l i t i c i a n . He was often c a l l e d upon 
to speak on behalf of a candidate or c h a i r a meeting and he o f t e n 
rode Babe to these a f f a i r s , but i n l a t e r years he drove a f a s t -
stepping team and Mrs. Underwood would accompany him. 
The f a m i l i e s f e l t that he could c e r t a i n l y improve h i s farming 
methods and provide a few more comforts f o r himself and h i s 
parents, but as the years went by he seemed to care l e s s and l e s s . 
However, he was always kind t o them and to me and when they were 
i l l , no one could have been more gentle or understanding. His 
r e l a t i o n s h i p w i t h Mrs. Underwood was blamed f o r h i s i n d i f f e r e n t 
a t t i t u d e to the farm but the whole concept of human needs and 
human behavior i s so complex, who can know what i s necessary f o r 
someone e l s e ' s well-being. 
Spring and Summer 
How we a l l longed f o r Spring to release us from the c h i l l i n g 
monotony of the long winter. I loved t h i s season best of a l l when 
the sun's rays were gaining s t r e n g t h , the d a y l i g h t lengthening and 
a l l Natures quickening with renewed l i f e . 
The b e a u t i f u l , p recise V-formation of f l y i n g Canada Geese was 
one of our e a r l i e s t harbingers of s p r i n g . We watched these great 
b i r d s against the bleak gray of a l a t e March or A p r i l sky and as 
t h e i r raucous honking faded i n the d i s t a n c e , we marvelled at t h e i r 
stamina and the u n f a i l i n g i n s t i n c t that sent them winging north 
every s p r i n g . We would watch them r e t u r n i n g i n f a l l and e a r l i e r 
than usual f l i g h t s were sure to b r i n g the prophecy of an e a r l y and 
hard w i n t e r . 
Walking t o school was an adventure and joy. We wore knee-high 
rubbers f o r the mud and we would wade i n the d i t c h e s alongside the 
roads and i n e v i t a b l y venture too f a r and the i c y water would pour 
i n t o the tops of our rubbers. A guaranteed s c o l d i n g at home a f t e r 
school followed t h i s f o o l i n s h n e s s . the d i t c h e s i n may would be 
crowded w i t h the r i c h green and glowing yellow of cowslips and a l l 
the woodsy paths were fragrant w i t h w i l d v i o l e t s . George and I 
knew where there were white ones and a l s o the rare, d e l i c a t e 
yellow ones besides the common v a r i e t y . B i r d song was a symphony 
of pure d e l i g h t . 
O r n i t h o l o g i s t s clam that b i r d s s i n g merely to e s t a b l i s h t h e i r 
n e s t i n g t e r r i t o r y . 
Who am I to question any k i n d of an ' o l o g i s t ? 
But l i k e Grandpa, I am i n c l i n e d to t h i n k , "They be educated 
f o o l s " . 
I p r e f e r to b e l i e v e that b i r d s sing so joyously i n s p r i n g 
because they are happy to be released from the gloom of winter and 
they have the i n s t i n c t i v e c e r t a i n l y that they are f u l f i l l i n g a 
d e s t i n y i n the scheme of things as they have done f o r eons of 
time. 
We walked a h a l f mile on a corduroy road w i t h muskegs on 
e i t h e r s i d e and when the ground was thawing, we could almost get 
mired i n the s t i c k y mud. Then we s k i r t e d around the muskeg and 
took a t r a i l that had been the o r i g i n a l road, dating back to 1910. 
I t was a l o v e l y o l d t r a i l w i t h paths leading o f f from i t , t h a t we 
loved to explore and at one p o i n t we crossed an o l d log bridge and 
there alongside was the " L i t t l e Pond", ringed about with w i l l o w s 
and p o p l a r s . I t was l i t t l e more than a slough fed by drainage, 
but i n s p r i n g i t f a i r l y v i b r a t e d with the croaking of the f r o g s . 
We would throw i n a small s t i c k . Instant s i l e n c e . In a few 
seconds, one h e s i t a n t croak would sound, then another and as we 
went on our way, they would soon be i n f u l l chorus again. 
We could hear them from our house and I loved to l i s t e n t o them 
on a balmy s p r i n g evening. Their music meant that s p r i n g was a 
r e a l i t y . 
There was a clump of t a l l spruce trees at the end of our 
driveway and sometimes I would go i n there on my way home. I t was 
cool and shady and sweet-smelling and s q u i r r e l s would be s c o l d i n g 
i n the top branches. Once I got too c l o s e and s t a r t l e d a n e s t i n g 
p r a i r i e chicken. She made a great c l u c k i n g and took o f f l i m p i n g 
p i t e o u s l y and dragging one wing i n her attempt to l u r e me away 
from her nest. 
One A p r i l there was a c o n t i n u i n g spectacular d i s p l a y of 
Northern L i g h t s and I would climb the short ladder that was kept 
against the lean-to k i t c h e n i n case of a chimney f i r e , and go up 
to s i t on a f l a t spot where the roof j o i n e d the main house to 
watch i n f a s c i n a t i o n the f l a r i n g , c o l o r f u l Northern L i g h t s . They 
were so b r i l l i a n t , that s p r i n g , as t h e i r ever-changing rainbow 
hues swished across the heavens. 
An owl would hoot from a t r e e top j u s t south of the barn and I 
would hoot back and he would answer. A coyote might send f o r t h 
h i s e e r i e , lonesome w a i l to be answered by a nearby chorus of 
yaps and y e l p s . 
The o l d steam locomotive that huffed and chugged through the 
v a l l e y j u s t east of us, gave f o r t h i t ' s reverberating w h i s t l e . 
Such character there was to those o l d w h i s t l e s , sometimes they 
were lo n e l y , sometimes l i v e l y , sometimes f u l l of b u s i n e s s l i k e 
importance. How we d i s l i k e d t r a d i n g them f o r the n e u t r a l , hollow 
sounding monotone of the d i e s e l . 
A l b e r t a sunsets could be a g l o r y at any time of year and i n 
s p r i n g I o f t e n sat on a r a i l fence and watched and dreamed as the 
l a s t v e s t i g e of beauty fade i n the growing dusk. 
And on a r a i n y evening when the t r e e s were i n t h e i r f i r s t 
greening, the warm r a i n released the s u b t l e fragrance of r i s i n g 
sap and the heady aroma of burgeoning l i f e from the good e a r t h . 
How I loved t h i s land I c a l l e d home. 
There were so many sensual d e l i g h t s to be enjoyed i n s p r i n g , 
not the l e a s t being a s p i r i t of optimism. This was yet another 
chance f o r a bumper crop and good market. The farmer was an 
e t e r n a l o p t i m i s t . What a l t e r n a t i v e d i d he have? 
I t has been s a i d that time tends t o o b l i t e r a t e from the memory 
the bad things from the past and that i s p a r t l y true but I do not 
forge t the y e a r l y gamble with the harsh elements, the g r a i n p r i c e s 
that always f e l l short of expectations, the p a l t r y compensation 
there was f o r a year's t o i l . 
But i n s p i t e of p r i v a t i o n s , we had a contentment and a q u a l i t y 
of l i f e that seems to have escaped us i n t h i s f r a n t i c , money-
grabbing era. 
Though everything was done the hard way and our simplest tasks 
were so time-consuming, s t i l l people had time f o r people. We had 
space and s o l i t u d e , too, which must be v i t a l p e r q u i s i t e s to our 
well-being, judging by the masses of people who now take to the 
woods and lakes seeking these very q u a l i t i e s , only to f i n d crowds 
of others w i t h the same idea. 
Someone once s a i d to me, "There i s something magic about 
summertime". 
There i s much more t r u t h i n t h i s today than there was those 
many years ago. Summer on the farm meant pest time, beginning 
w i t h hordes of hungry mosquitoes, progressing through to nose 
f l i e s , b i g ugly b u l l dog f l i e s , and towards summer's end, swarms 
of h o u s e f l i e s . 
The wet muskeg areas were e x c e l l e n t breeding grounds f o r 
mosquitoes and they came i n clouds. I can remember a smudge b u i l t 
i n a t i n can r i g h t i n f r o n t of the k i t c h e n door to t r y and prevent 
them g e t t i n g i n t o the house when someone entered. 
In e a r l y years, we s l e p t under a mosquito bar of cheesecloth 
and attached by tapes to the high bedstead frames. The 
cheesecloth hung w e l l down the sides of the bed so that i f one 
were c a r e f u l he could get i n t o bed without admitting any of the 
pests. They were s t u f f y to sleep under but the a l t e r n a t i v e was t o 
spend a r e s t l e s s , sweating, swearing night l i s t e n i n g to t h e i r 
s i c k l y whine, sl a p p i n g f u t i l e l y when they landed and s c r a t c h i n g 
when they b i t . 
Grandma had some tapers made of a kind of t h i n reed with a 
coating of pyrethrum powder around the top s i x inches. They 
burned slo w l y and the smell of the smoke was not unpleasant. I 
c a r r i e d one when I went out s i d e to hunt f o r w i l d strawberries and 
i t was some p r o t e c t i o n f o r hands and face. We used an o i l y 
preparation c a l l e d c i t r o n e l l a , too, rub on exposed p a r t s . I t was 
somewhat s t i c k y , but had a pleasant odor and was f a i r l y e f f e c t i v e 
as a short term repel1ant. Women worked i n t h e i r gardens or went 
berry p i c k i n g wearing a wide-brimmed straw hat over which they 
draped cheesecloth and tucked the ends i n s i d e t h e i r c o l l a r s . 
Our s u f f e r i n g was nothing, though, compared to the misery of 
the horses and c a t t l e . The whining l i t t l e d e v i l s would attack 
them i n swarms and the sweaty horses freed from harness would 
i n s t i n c t i v e l y r o l l i n the dust t o dislodge them and to take on a 
p r o t e c t i v e l a y e r . We burned smudges continuously f o r them and 
they would stand i n the smoke f o r r e l i e f . The cows were u s u a l l y 
milked standing i n the w a f t i n g smoke, too, and cows and milkers 
both, were thoroughly smoke permeated. 
A f t e r the mosquitoes waned, there were t i n y b i t i n g midges. 
They could f l y r i g h t up i n t o the horses n o s t r i l s and d r i v e them 
f r a n t i c . The poor beasts would toss t h e i r heads w i l d l y up and 
down, and blow and snort and many a farmer got a good clout i f he 
happened to be i n the f i r i n g l i n e . Highly strung horses could not 
endure them and they were the cause of many a runaway. There were 
wire n e t t i n g nose guards t h a t attached to the b r i d l e s and these 
were some help and sometimes s t r i p s of canvas or gunny sacking 
attached to a band were hung over the poor creature's noses. 
What a curse these t i n y f l i e s were. We c a l l e d them on-see-ums or 
nose f l i e s . 
There was no mistaking the b i g b u l l d o g f l i e s . They b i t humans 
as w e l l as the animals and would take a piece of f l e s h r i g h t out. 
They l i k e d to get on the s o f t b e l l y s k i n of the horses and do 
t h e i r d e v i l i s h b i t i n g . The poor beasts, not being able t o swish 
them o f f w i t h t h e i r t a i l s , would k i c k f r e n z i e d l y at t h e i r 
undersides. I f they were standing i n harness, h i t c h e d to an 
implement, i t behooved the farmer t o t r y and brush them o f f i f he 
d i d n ' t wish to have broken harness. 
There was a fenced piece about h a l f a mile long t h a t we c a l l e d 
the B i g Pasture and at the f a r end there was very dense brush. I t 
was always dusky and cool there and the horses would spend a l l the 
d a y l i g h t hours there i n the p r o t e c t i o n of the shade and emerge to 
eat when i t was growing dark. 
Our s u f f e r i n g was nothing, though, compared to the misery of the 
horses and c a t t l e . These whining l i t t l e d e v i l s would attack them 
i n swarms and sweaty horses freed from harness would i n s t i n c t i v e l y 
r o l l i n the dust to d i s l o d g e them and to take on a p r o t e c t i v e 
l a y e r . We burned smudges continuously f o r them and they would 
stand i n the smoke f o r r e l i e f . The cows were u s u a l l y milked 
standing i n the wafting smoke, too, and cows and milkers both, were 
thoroughly smoked permeated. 
A f t e r the mosquitoes waned, there were t i n y b i t i n g midges. They 
cou l d f l y r i g h t up the horses n o s t r i l s and d r i v e them f r a n t i c . The 
poor beasts would toss t h e i r heads up and down, and blow and snort 
and many a farmer got a good c l o u t i f he happened to be i n the 
f i r i n g l i n e . Highly strung horses could not endure them and they 
were the cause of many a runaway. There were wire n e t t i n g nose 
guards that attached to the b r i d l e s and these were some help and 
sometimes s t r i p s of canvas or gunny sacking attached to a band were 
hung over the poor creature's noses. What a curse these t i n y f l i e s 
were. We c a l l e d them no-see-ums or nose f l i e s . 
There was no mistaking the b i g b u l l d o g f l i e s . They b i t humans 
as w e l l as the animals and would take a piece of f l e s h r i g h t out. 
They l i k e d to get on the s o f t b e l l y s k i n of the horses and do t h e i r 
d e v i l i s h b i t i n g . The poor beasts, not being able to swish them o f f 
w i t h t h e i r t a i l s , would k i c k f r e n z i e d l y at t h e i r undersides. I f 
they were standing i n harness, hitched to an implement, i t behooved 
the farmer to t r y and brush them o f f i f he didn't wish to have 
broken harness. 
There was a fenced piece about h a l f a mile long that we c a l l e d 
the B i g Pasture and at the f a r end there was very dense brush. I t 
was always dusky and cool there and the horses would spend a l l the 
d a y l i g h t hours there i n the p r o t e c t i o n of the shade an emerge to 
eat when i t was growing dark. 
The middle of summer brought masses of h o u s e f l i e s . They came 
rega r d l e s s of screens and there were enough so that every household 
had a generous share. E a r l y i n the season Grandma used Wilson's 
f l y pads. These were black c i r c u l a r cardboard pads impregnated 
w i t h a poison and some in g r e d i e n t that a t t r a c t e d f l i e s . They were 
put i n a shallow d i s h and water was added. The f l i e s drank and 
dropped a l l over the p l a c e . There were very messy. S t i c k y f l y 
papers came next. They were about the s i z e of an oblong place mat 
and came i n p a i r s stuck together. These were separated and placed, 
h o p e f u l l y , where on one or nothing would come i n contact w i t h 
them. They would soon be s o l i d black mass of f l i e s , the dead and 
the dying hopelessly entangled, the l a t t e r s t i l l s t r u g g l i n g . 
Grandpa s a i d they were a c r u e l way to k i l l f l i e s . 
There was more than one mishap w i t h them. Someone would 
a c c i d e n t l y reach f o r something and get a hand entangled i n the 
s t i c k y mess or a hat would be set down on one. S t i c k f l y c o i l s 
became a v a i l a b l e l a t e r and they were much b e t t e r , because they 
could be hung up out of reach. They are s t i l l on the market. I t 
was almost a r e l i e f when f r o s t y n i g h t s put an end to these summer 
pests. 
In the Dimpsey 
Summer evenings are very long i n A l b e r t a and the t w i l i g h t was a 
serene, happy time f o r me a f t e r mosquito season. The evening 
chores were done and I roamed out s i d e looking f o r w i l d flowers, 
p l a y i n g w i t h my dog or reading a book or magazine i n some f a v o r i t e 
spot. During the longest days, one could see to read outside u n t i l 
ten o'clock. 
I remember s i t t i n g at Grandma's knee while Grandpa sat nearby i n 
h i s f a v o r i t e c h a i r . Uncle Harry would be gone to h i s renezvous at 
the Underwood home. As the sun set, Grandpa would say, " Don't 
l i g h t the lamp. Let's s i t i n the Dimpsey." 
So we would s i t these two o l d people would t a l k of happier days. 
They were surrounded by r e l i c s and mementos of t h e i r prosperous 
time i n Massachusetts. There were a l l the g i l t framed family 
p i c t u r e s taken years ago by my f a t h e r , hanging on the w a l l . 
Grandma's f r a g i l e bone china, (never used now) was i n the corner 
cupboard and a once l o v e l y small marble-topped t a b l e sat by the 
window and held some of her house p l a n t s An ornate mirror hung 
incongruously on the rough l o g w a l l and a p a r l o r organ stood i n a 
corner and i t ' s top held the t r o p h i e s won at the dog shows so long 
ago. 
They would t a l k of t h e i r absent c h i l d r e n and grandchildren and 
wish they might see them again. They remembered i n c i d e n t s that 
occurred i n t h e i r youthful days i n England. Grandpa t o l d how he 
had loved to roam the b e a u t i f u l Devinshire countryside and wander 
among the tombstones i n the o l d churchyards. 
"How I would love to hear the E n g l i s h s k y l a r k again", he would 
say w i s t f u l l y , and describe t o me the sweet, i n c r e d i b l y l o v e l y song 
the b i r d sang as i t rose higher and higher i n f l i g h t . 
They spoke of the f o l l y of t h e i r move west and how the f a m i l y 
had become d i v i d e d and estranged. Grandma was not b i t t e r anymore. 
She was r e c o n c i l e d and no longer c a l l e d A l b e r t a " t h i s God-
forsaken country". 
So as they t a l k e d , Grandma's hand caressed the back of my neck 
i n a soothing r o t a t i o n . Had I been a cat I would have purred w i t h 
contentment. Grandpa sometimes s o f t l y sang h i s f a v o r i t e love song. 
Love's Old Sweet Song 
Once i n the dear dead days byond r e c a l l , 
When on the world the mist began to f a l l 
Out of the dreams that rose i n happy throng, 
Close to our hearts love sang on o l d sweet song. 
Then i n the dusk, where f e l l the f i r e l i g h t s gleam 
S o f t l y i t wove i t s e l f i n t o our dream 
Just a song at t w i l i g h t , when the l i g h t are low 
And the f l i c k e r i n g shadows, s o f t l y come and go. 
Though the heart be weary, sad the day and long, 
S t i l l to us at t w i l i g h t comes love's o l d song. 
Comes love's o l d sweet song. 
I t h i n k i t i s s t i l l the most b e a u t i f u l love song ever w r i t t e n . 
I t ' s words embody the very essence of home and love and 
contentment. 
And i n t h a t weather beaten, shabby o l d house, I knew love and 
happiness. 
I t saddens me now to know that i n many f i n e homes today there i s 
no love's sweet song, " i n the dimpsey", but only discontent, broke 
dreams and b i t t e r n e s s . 
During the years I attended the l i t t l e school. Grandma, Grandpa 
and I spent a month of each summer with Uncle Frank, Aunt Annie and 
Frances at the Immigration H a l l i n town. I always l e f t the farm 
somewhat r e l u c t a n t l y but once e s t a b l i s h e d i n the routine of the 
household, I was q u i t e happy. 
There was o n l y an occasional immigrant a r r i v i n g i n summer, so 
there was p l e n t y of room f o r s l e e p i n g quarters. Aunt Annie was an 
e x c e l l e n t cook and Grandma enjoyed a r e s p i t e from household d u t i e s 
and preparing meals, but she always took a good supply of mending 
wit h her and o f t e n helped Aunt Annie with a l t e r a t i o n s and f i n e 
sewing. 
Grandpa l i k e d to wander around town and chat w i t h people he met. 
I wandered up and down the r i v e r bank and picked w i l d r a s p b e r r i e s 
that grew behind the H a l l . I spent a l o t of time s i t t i n g outside 
on the u p s t a i r s landing, reading and watching the cars and teams 
and people going alone the main s t r e e t . I ran errands f o r the 
household, too, and always enjoyed going to Mr. Rennison's grocery 
st o r e . The s t o r e was f u l l of many f a s c i n a t i n g items i n bins and 
large boxes. Packaging was not the science i t i s today and many 
items were s o l d from bulk b i n s , put i n t o paper bags and weighed out 
on a s c a l e t h a t sat on the counter. 
Also on the counter was a b i g round c i r c u l a r cheese wrapped i n 
cheesecloth and the c l e r k would cut o f f a wedge as near to the 
weight you d e s i r e d as he could judge. 
Chorus 
Our Town Holiday 
Peanut butter and l a r d was s o l d i n p a i l s of d i f f e r e n t s i z e s and 
o f t e n you could buy peanut b u t t e r a l i t t l e cheaper from a very 
l a r g e bucket. Homogenization had not been invented and there was 
always two or three inches of o i l s i t t i n g on top which had t o be 
s t i r r e d i n . Towards the bottom, the peanut butter tended to be 
q u i t e dry. You could buy a l o t of t h i n g s at Mr. Rennison's-a 
l e n g t h of p r i n t f o r a dress, o v e r a l l s f o r the men, a hoe, a rake 
or a shovel, a washboard or a tub, coa l o i l lamps and l a n t e r n s and 
c o a l o i l , too. What always set my mouth to watering was the b i g 
branch of bananas that hung from the c e i l i n g . They were expensive, 
even i n those days. When I had ten cents, Mr. Rennison would p u l l 
one o f f and put i t i n my hand. I made i t l a s t a long time and 
savored every b i t e . I loved bananas and s t i l l do. 
Mr. Rennison was a s h o r t , quick man, always pleasant and 
s m i l i n g . He darted about h i s store and would have an order put up 
i n j i g time. He was very s h o r t - s i g h t e d and would peer at a 
customer before he c o u l d c a l l him by name. When he wrote the l i s t 
of g r o c e r i e s on h i s order book, h i s nose was not f a r from the 
page. 
Aunt Annie ran a monthly account and on the l a s t Saturday of 
each month, I would go w i t h her and Frances to s e t t l e up the b i l l 
and buy groceries f o r Sunday and the ensuing week. Mr. Rennison, 
i n the time-honored t r a d i t i o n of those days, always gave us a bag 
of candy. 
Saturday was a day of pure pleasure, crowed with things to do 
and see and be part o f ; a day f o r the making of happy memories. 
I would s i t on the u p s t a i r s landing and wait imp a t i e n t l y f o r 
Aunt Sadie, Uncle George and Cousin George to a r r i v e . There was 
an open spot i n the t r e e s on the south h i l l where I could see 
t h e i r team as soon as i t came i n t o view, and I would run to t e l l 
Aunt Annie, who was making dinner f o r a l l of us. 
Dinner was always a good, nourishing meal and when we a l l got 
around the t a b l e , there was such good t a l k , news of happenings on 
the farm, b i t s of g o s s i p , perhaps a d i s c u s s i o n of some news of 
c u r r e n t i n t e r e s t or some coming event. Grandma and Grandpa were 
the f o c a l point of the wonderful f e e l i n g of caring, f a m i l y 
togetherness. 
A f t e r the meal, George and I would go out to explore the town. 
We would have ten or twenty cents each to spend, and what fun we 
had. A n i c k e l would buy a good-sized chocolate bar or an i c e 
cream cone. Once, where the town workers had torn up a s e c t i o n of 
the o l d boardwalk i n f r o n t of some s t o r e s , we found the odd dime 
or n i c k e l and had a r e a l splurge. 
We would go down and watch the men working at the saw m i l l 
explore the back of the creamery, walk along the r a i l r o a d track by 
the e l e v a t o r s and past the s t a t i o n and n e a r l y always we would r i d e 
the f e r r y across the r i v e r once or t w i c e . Sometimes we would 
climb the h i l l on the other side where we could look a l l over the 
town. Towards l a t e afternoon, we would head back to the h a l l . 
Aunt Sadie would have done her marketing and a f t e r a short v i s i t 
and a cup of tea, they would leave f o r t h e i r seven mile d r i v e home 
and the chores t h a t awaited them. 
The perfect f i n i s h to a Saturday evening was a walk down to the 
west end of town t o v i s i t Mr. & Mrs. Crawford. Grandma and 
Grandpa enjoyed t h i s evening s t r o l l immensely through the years, 
as long as they were able to walk t h a t f a r . 
Mr. Crawford was employed by the r a i l w a y to look a f t e r the 
water tanks that su p p l i e d the steam engines and i n h i s spare time, 
he grew a magnificent garden. Once or twice a week he loaded a 
wheelbarrow w i t h h i s e x c e l l e n t produce and push i t a l l around the 
r e s i d e n t i a l s e c t i o n s of town, o f f e r i n g h i s f r e s h succulent 
vegetables f o r s a l e . This was no small f e a t , as most of those 
homes were s i t u a t e d on the h i l l s i d e and Mr. Crawford was g e t t i n g 
on i n years. His job earned them a l i v i n g but h i s garden was h i s 
l i f e . 
I t was a f i n e productive spot s i t u a t e d on the r i v e r bank and 
the good earth responded s p l e n d i d l y t o h i s tender, l o v i n g care and 
the water he was able to pump from the r i v e r when r a i n f a i l e d to 
supply necessary moisture. 
The family c o n s i s t e d of himself, h i s wife and an unmarried son. 
Mrs. Crawford was a pleasant, soft-spoken, s i l v e r - h a i r e d lady and 
w h i l e the grown-ups v i s i t e d w i t h her and enjoyed a cup of tea, I 
had permission to wander around the garden, being very c a r e f u l not 
to step on anything. Mrs. Crawford's flowers were my s p e c i a l 
d e l i g h t . Aunt Annie grew some p r e t t y flowers i n a l i t t l e border 
along the f r o n t walk, but here were beds and beds of glowing 
blossoms. I t seemed to me a p e r f e c t f a i r y l a n d ! The cool evening 
a i r brought out the sweet, s p i c y scent of evening stocks. There 
were beds of f r a g r a n t nasturtiums and v e l v e t y pansies, poppies 
f l a u n t i n g t h e i r b r i g h t , gay c o l o r s and a row of sweet peas, t h e i r 
l o v e l y p a s t e l blossoms scenting the a i r with t h e i r own u n r i v a l l e d , 
d e l i c a t e perfume. Bunches of mignonette grew here and there, 
making up f o r i t ' s lack of beauty by the sweetness of i t ' s sent. 
I was entranced by so much beauty. We walked home i n the l a t e 
evening "dempsey", laden with vegetables Aunt Annie had purchased 
a bouquet of sweet peas and baby's breath, and a nosegay of 
mignonette f o r Grandma, who loved i t ' s sweet sent best of a l l . 
Such a day of s i g h t s and sounds and the sun drenched smells of 
summer. B i r d s t w i t t e r e d s l e e p i l y from the trees. Simple 
pleasures we enjoyed so much! 
A sad sequel to t h i s s t o r y about the Crawfords occurred a few 
years l a t e r , when t h e i r son came i n t o a lar g e sum of money. They 
s o l d t h e i r property and moved t o V i c t o r i a , B r i t i s h Columbia. We 
knew nothing of t h e i r l i f e or circumstances i n t h e i r new home, but 
news came t o us w i t h i n a year that both parents had died. We 
wondered i f Mr. Crawford, deprived of h i s beloved garden, had d i e d 
of a broken heart. 
Sundays were spent q u i e t l y ; sometimes we would go f o r a walk. 
I l i k e d to p i c k the w i l d r a s p b e r r i e s that grew i n a r e a l brushy 
t h i c k e t behind the h a l l . They were ripened i n p a r t i a l shade and 
were very l a r g e and j u i c y . I t was Uncle Frank's only free day, 
and he enjoyed r e l a x i n g i n h i s easy c h a i r . We l i s t e n e d to records 
played on an Edison phonograph, i n c r e d i b l y t i n n y , faraway 
sounding melodies but f o r a l l t h a t , they were music to our ears. 
Sometimes we went to the evening s e r v i c e at the United Church. 
The chancel windows faced the west and when we sang the c l o s i n g 
hymn, "Day i s dying i n the west", the radiance of the A l b e r t a 
sunset shone on us l i k e a benediction. What a q u i e t , peaceful 
world was ours. 
For s e v e r a l years the Chataqua v i s i t e d Athabascs. This 
entreatment was eagerly a n t i c i p a t e d by a l l . The company toured 
the country and performed i n small towns l i k e ours. they u s u a l l y 
set up a l a r g e tent, though on some occasions, I remember them 
performing i n a h a l l . Performances took place each afternoon and 
evening f o r t h e i r stay of four or f i v e days. There was drama, 
comedy, instrumental ensembles, vocal s o l o i s t s and u s u a l l y a magic 
show. For those who d e s i r e d something beyond entertainment, there 
were l e c t u r e s on contemporary subjects of i n t e r e s t , some, 
r e l i g i o u s , some p h i l o s o p h i c a l , or some pretending to s o c i a l 
i s s u e s . 
Some of the more outstanding items were repeated and the George 
Sopers would come to town and go with us. George and I always 
enjoyed the magicians and the plays, e s p e c i a l l y the comedy. 
One summer, a c i r c u s came t o town. We were on the farm at the 
time and t o give George and I an ex t r a t r e a t , Aunt Sadie took us 
to Meanook, (a settlement four miles south of them) and put us on 
the afternoon t r a i n f o r Athabasca. The e n t i r e t r i p was l e s s than 
twenty m i l e s , but what a t h r i l l i t was f o r us as we chugged along 
the u n f a m i l i a r r a i l r o a d , stopping at the l i t t l e town of C o l i n t o n , 
c r o s s i n g the t r e s t l e that spanned the Tawatinaw Creek and coming 
i n t o Athabasca w i t h a great to-do of steam w h i s t l e and w i l d l y 
r i n g i n g b e l l and a great h i s s i n g of escaping steam, as we slowed 
f o r the s t a t i o n . 
We stayed overnight at the h a l l and went to the c i r c u s the next 
afternoon. I t was a very small c i r c u s with some monkeys, a l i t t l e 
performing horse and a t i r e d , o l d elephant among other 
a t t r a c t i o n s , but i t had the u n i v e r s a l appeal of circuses f o r 
c h i l d r e n and we couldn't have been more e n t h r a l l e d had i t been a 
three r i n g a f f a i r , complete w i t h the hoopla of a r i n g master, 
c l a n g i n g cymbals, l i o n s and t i g e r s and a e r i a l stunts. 
J u l y 1st, was always c e l e b r a t e d . I t was not the apathetic, 
s t r a g g l i n g event i t i s today when many ignore the p a t r i o t i c 
s i g n i f i c a n c e f o r an escape t o a lake i n the woods f o r f i s h i n g or 
camping. 
There has been much t a l k i n l a t e years of a Canadian I d e n t i t y . 
E x a c t l y what t h i s means I have never had made c l e a r to me, but my 
personal b e l i e f i s that means pride i n Canada. How else can one 
i d e n t i f y w i t h one's country and how b e t t e r than by f e e l i n g and 
showing respect f o r the N a t i o n a l Anthem, the Canadian Flag and the 
s i g n i f i c a n c e of Canada's b i r t h d a y . 
On J u l y 1,1927, the town of Athabasca and surrounding d i s t r i c t s 
c e l e b r a t e d 60 years of Confederation. I t was a gala day! There 
was something f o r everyone, a parade to s t a r t things o f f , races 
and games and s p e c i a l speeches. 
Uncle Frank Lawley had acquired a Model T Ford i n 1926, so now 
t h i s T i n L i z z i e had been washed and waxed and polished to a high 
g l o s s , both i n s i d e and out. I t was to be one of the decorated 
cars , chosen to represent each province and would be driven i n the 
parade. We a l l took part i n the trimming w i t h great bunches of 
c o l o r f u l w i l d flowers we had picked the previous afternoon and I 
helped t o wind each spoke on the wheels w i t h red, white and blue 
s t r i p s of crepe paper. A banner proclaiming New Brunswick was 
a f f i x e d to the front and at Uncle Frank's i n s i s t e n c e . Grandma, 
dressed i n her best, rode i n the front seat beside him along the 
parade route. 
The speeches were a " f i r s t " because they were broadcast from 
Radio S t a t i o n C.J.C.A., Edmonton and were received on the most 
powerful battery-operated r a d i o the town had t o o f f e r . 
The Premier of A l b e r t a spoke and the Mayor of Edmonton,our own 
l o c a l M. A. L. and other d i g n i t a r i e s , and no doubt some of the 
f i n e sounding sentiments u t t e r e d were i n essence, the very same as 
those voiced i n the ceremonial s i g n i n g of our C o n s t i t u t i o n i n t h i s 
year of 1982. 
Radio had not yet became common i n our l o c a l i t y and the people 
who had come from a l l d i r e c t i o n s around the town gathered to hear 
what they could of the speeches. A l l the school c h i l d r e n were 
given medals. I t was a s i g n i f i c a n t event i n our h i s t o r y , marked 
by a day i n which we a l l p a r t i c i p a t e d . 
There was always a d e l i g h t f u l annual p i c n i c at Meanook. The 
George Sopers never missed t h i s event and I was always made 
welcome to go w i t h them. People a l l knew each other and the men 
t a l k e d of weather and crops and women were happy to enjoy the 
company of other women and share t h e i r i n t e r e s t s . George and I, 
always inseparable, found many t h i n g s to i n t e r e s t us, not l e a s t 
being the goodies to be purchased at the booth and the d e l i c i o u s 
food Aunt Sadie had prepared. 
A baseball game was a b i g f e a t u r e of the afternoon and as we 
knew a l l the p l a y e r s on the home team we rooted and y e l l e d and 
cheered on our f a v o r i t e s . Uncle George loved baseball but he was 
not given to n o i s y outbursts and I remember once our being h a p p i l y 
astonished, a f t e r some tense moments, climaxed by a home run, to 
see him throw h i s hat high i n the a i r , jump about a foot o f f the 
ground and y e l l loudly,"Hoorah ding boys; That's the s t u f f | " 
We rode home behind the f a i t h f u l horses i n the warm evening sun 
and t a l k e d of the the day's events and the pleasures we had 
enjoyed and the people we had met. We were t i r e d and relaxed and 
at the same time, rejuvenated. Such a day was a welcome escape 
from the endless round of work and i t gave a l i f t to the s p i r i t s 
t o c a r r y on. 
The Programmed Wash Day 
Recently I purchased a new automatic washer, the second one I 
have owned. I knew j u s t what I wanted, a two or at the most 
three, program job l i k e the one I have had f o r about f i f t e e n 
years; but i t seems washers have been more complex and the 
salesman was i n t e n t on s e l l i n g me a nine program number, p r i c e d 
p r o g r e s s i v e l y higher f o r each program. 
I was g e t t i n g i r r i t a t e d . "Look", I s a i d "who the heck needs 
nine programs to do a wash. D i r t i s d i r t and there arn't that 
many d i f f e r e n t k i nds. A l l these knobs and d i a l s must be f o r the 
i n v o l v e d l y woman who has to stay home and do her own laundry. So 
many dec i s i o n s must present a challenge and t w i r l i n g d i a l s keeps 
her from g e t t i n g bored". 
He grinned at me and admitted there was some t r u t h i n what I 
s a i d , and he f i n a l l y s o l d me a washer wi t h the features I 
required, though i t does have f i v e programs, three of which I w i l l 
never use. 
Olden day wash days presented a l l the challenge any woman could 
ever need. Wash day at Aunt Annie's was an organized production 
r i g h t down to the l a s t d e t a i l . 
Since Monday was the time-honored, t r a d i t i o n a l day, 
preparations were begun Sunday nig h t . In the summer there was an 
abundance of s o f t r a i n water i n the b i g tank and Uncle Frank drew 
buckets of i t to f i l l a copper washboiler. Aunt Annie had a 
hand-operated wooden washer. I t was a large round wooden tub that 
sat atop a mechanism that allowed one to grasp a handle at the top 
and swing the tub about 90 degrees, do a quick r e v e r s a l and swing 
i t back again. Elbow grease, not push buttons, was required f o r 
t h i s job, but i t wasn't hard t o operate once you got the rhythm 
r i g h t . The s l o s h i n g of the c l o t h e s , helped to swing i t . There 
was a wringer mounted on the tub, too, f o r removing water from the 
c l o t h e s . This Contraption was r o l l e d out i n t o the lobby and 
p a r t i a l l y f i l l e d w i t h with c o l d water, and a bench set up to hold 
a galvanized tub f o r r i n s e water. The wash b o i l e r was set on the 
k i t c h e n stove and Aunt Annie shaved s l i v e r s of soap i n t o i t from a 
bar of y e l l o w Royal Crown Laundry Soap (bought at Mr. Rennison's 
f o r 5 cents a b a r ) . Even t h i s job was hand done, no shaking of 
detergent out of a box. 
Now Aunt Annie and Frances sorted the clothes and there were 
qu i t e a l o t . Knowing that Grandma and Grandpa could not cope w i t h 
hauling water from the wel l at home and l i f t i n g the innumerable 
p a i l s r e q u i r e d . Aunt Annie, f o r a l l the years I can remember, d i d 
our laundry as w e l l as her own, making a t o t a l of seven peoples 
cl o t h e s to wash. 
Aunt Sadie, on her way to town each Saturday, c a l l e d at our 
house to c o l l e c t the clothes and on her way home, dropped o f f the 
clean c l o t h e s from the previous week, a l l n i c e l y ironed. Often, 
when i t was growing l a t e or a storm threatened w i t h chores 
awaiting her at home, she must have resented the e x t r a h a l f mile 
she had to d r i v e each way, not to mention the delay i n stopping to 
d e l i v e r some a r t i c l e s she had u s u a l l y purchased f o r Grandma. 
So these two women, the daughter and the daughter-in-law d i d 
t h i s kindness f o r us year a f t e r year and i n r e t r o s p e c t , though 
there i s no way to reward them, I f e e l so much g r a t i t u d e f o r t h e i r 
c a r i n g i n those long gone years. 
The s o r t i n g was done methodically, too. Very d i r t y things l i k e 
Uncle Harry's and Uncle Frank's work clothes were put i n a s p e c i a l 
container to soak, and the whites, were put i n the wash b o i l e r and 
a l l was i n readiness f o r morning. 
This was the pre-wash program. 
While b r e a k f a s t cooked and we ate and cleared the dishes away, 
the whites were g e t t i n g hot, i n f a c t they had to b o i l before the 
r e a l show began. Other c l o t h e s were inspected f o r e x t r a - s o i l e d 
spots and these were l a i d out on the kitchen t a b l e and t r e a t e d to 
a soaping and scrubbing with an old-fashioned scrub brush. 
Now the whites were ready to go i n the machine and were l i f t e d 
out very c a r e f u l l y to av o i d a s c a l d i n g and washing began i n 
earnest. When I was b i g enough, I l i k e d t o swing the washer and 
tu r n the handle on the wringer and wi t h a l l of us helping, we 
would "get along l i k e a house a f i r e " . Aunt Annie would say. 
We would always be f i n i s h e d before Uncle Frank came i n f o r 
dinner at noon. 
White clothes were put through a blu e i n g r i n s e to enhance t h e i r 
whiteness. We d i d not have bleach f o r domestic use. A r t i c l e s of 
outer wear, mens dress s h i r t s , p r i n t dresses, aprons, dresser 
scarves, e t c . were immersed i n a st a r c h s o l u t i o n and wrung out 
again. Then came the hanging out. I helped Frances carry the 
heavy loads of wet c l o t h e s out i n t o the yard and pin them on the 
l i n e s and to t h i s day, nothing looks n i c e r to me than a l i n e f u l l 
of c l e a n clothes blowing i n the breeze, and there i s no comparison 
between the clean f r e s h smell of clothes d r i e d i n the f r e s h a i r 
and sunshine, to the s t u f f y , perfumed smell of clothes coming out 
of a dryer. 
Aunt Annie was always happy when there was a good drying day, 
and the cl o t h e s could be brought i n and s p r i n k l e d f o r i r o n i n g 
l a t e r i n the afternoon. Then the o l d stove was stoked up and the 
k i t c h e n got as hot as Hades while the o l d f l a t irons heated up and 
went g l i d i n g back and f o r t h on the i r o n i n g board and the steam 
rose around the beet-red face of the i r o n e r . Such a basket f u l l 
of c l o t h e s there was to iro n - s h e e t s , p i l l o w s l i p s , d i s h towels, a 
stack of handkerchiefs, no Kleenxes i n those days and no Permanent 
Press. Almost everything t h a t was washed was ironed. No wonder 
that housewives were weary at the close of washday. They had met 
the challenge, though, and i n only seven days i t would happen a l l 
over again. 
How hard we worked f o r our creature comforts. Today clean 
c l o t h e s , warm homes and l u x u r y of our bathing f a c i l i t i e s are so 
easy to come by and so taken f o r granted. 
The s t o r y of summer must record the year 1925 when the d i a r y 
reminds me we had an evasion of tent c a t e r p i l l a r s There had been 
patches of these pest evident i n trees and bushes f o r several 
years and now t h i s summer they came i n hordes. Sometimes they 
were c a l l e d army worms, and indeed they d i d t r a v e l i n armies 
throughout that dismal summer. The l o v e l y green f o l i a g e we looked 
forward to a f t e r the bleakness of winter was e n t i r e l y s t r i p p e d as 
the voracious worms devoured every l e a f . We f e l t we had been 
cheated out of our ple a s a n t e s t seasons and the poor animals were 
hard-pressed to f i n d a b i t of shade. 
We feared f o r our crops as the army advanced i n waves, but 
f o r t u n a t e l y g r a i n crops d i d not appeal to them and we were spared 
that d i s a s t e r . 
There were everywhere, crawling on the fence r a i l s , on the 
woodpile, i n the outhouse and dropping from any object overhead. 
People put rings of grease or t a r around t h e i r w e l l c r i b b i n g t o 
discourage them but many d i d get down the w e l l s and had to be 
scooped out. The horses were choosy about d r i n k i n g from the 
watering trough when these nasty worms were f l o a t i n g on top. A 
news item reported t h a t f a r t h e r south, a t r a i n slowing f o r a 
c r o s s i n g had not been able to get t r a c t i o n and so had been stopped 
by the mass of worms on the track. 
Next sp r i n g we watched anxiously f o r signs of the slimy 
c r a w l i n g pests but some combination of temperature and weather 
c o n d i t i o n s must have destroyed the hatch. There were only a few 
patches here and there and we never saw them again i n such 
p r o l i f i c numbers. 
A f f l i c t i o n s and Remedies 
"What you don't know won't hurt you", i s a statement 
i r r e v o c a b l y disputed by the f o l l o w i n g i n c i d e n t . 
In the spring of 1923, Grandma began to break out i n a rash on 
her hands, neck and face. The burning and i t c h i n g was i n t o l e r a b l e 
and she often walked the f l o o r i n her d i s t r e s s and became very 
nervous and i r r i t a b l e . 
Dr. Meyer was consulted but he was not able to come up w i t h a 
d i a g n o s i s or a p o s s i b l e cause. He d i d p r e s c r i b e a c o o l i n g l i q u i d 
which she applied and i t r e l i v e d the c o n d i t i o n somewhat. She had 
always been proud of her f i n e , c l e a r complexion, and as was a 
common b e l i e f i n those days, a s k i n e r u p t i o n s i g n i f i e d i m p u r i t i e s 
i n the blood, so she took a course of herbal medicine that was 
supposed to cleanse the whole system. 
I t had no e f f e c t on the r e c u r r i n g rash. Dr. Meyer now 
p r e s c r i b e d a black l i q u i d , smelling s t r o n g l y of t a r . This d r i e d 
on her s k i n and the b l i s t e r s broke and were very sore, adding to 
her misery. I t was i n on way e f f e c t i v e and caused her to complain 
th a t the "treatment was worse than the disease". Neighbors and 
f r i e n d s suggested a l l kinds of remedies. I remember once she was 
bathing her hands and face with b u t t e r m i l k , the smell of which she 
hated, but she would have t r i e d anything i n the hope of a cure. 
I t was a very bad time f o r her and we a l l s u f fered h e l p l e s s l y 
w i t h her. 
I t seems the word " a l l e r g y " had not yet been invented or at 
l e a s t i t wasn't a p p l i e d to the multitude of miseries we are a l l 
f a m i l i a r with today. We knew about the sneezing and running nose 
and eyes of hay fever and the hives t h a t sometimes erupted from 
e a t i n g strawberries, but that was about a l l . 
Now Grandma had a window f u l l of l o v e l y s u p p l i a n t s of which 
she was very proud and which she took great pleasure. Every 
Saturday she watered her p l a n t s and picked o f f dead leaves and 
flowers and by Saturday evening her face and hands would be f i e r y 
red and the p a i n would be almost unbearable. 
I t took about a week fo r the c o n d i t i o n to subside and c l e a r 
somewhat and then i t would s t a r t a l l over again. She was free of 
the t r o u b l e i n winter, because her pla n t s were removed to the 
c e l l a r f o r p r o t e c t i o n from the f r o s t . On our v i s i t s to Aunt 
Annie's p l a c e i n summer, she had no t r o u b l e because Aunt Annie 
looked a f t e r her own p l a n t s . These lapses should have been clues 
to the problem. C e r t a i n l y , they would be today. 
We never knew e x a c t l y what caused her a f f l i c t i o n which occurred 
over a p e r i o d of three years. I suspect i t was a primula plant 
which e v e n t u a l l y d i e d and her rash disappeared along w i t h the 
wretched p l a n t . 
What s u f f e r i n g she could have been spared had we only known 
about t h i s p a r t i c u l a r a l l e r g y . 
For years Grandma took Kruschen S a l t s " f o r the rheumatics". 
Grandpa, always f i r s t to get up i n the morning, got the f i r e going 
and the k e t t l e b o i l i n g , put the oatmeal porridge to cooking and 
then brought Grandma a cup of t e a i n bed. She scooped out a 
dosage of s a l t s w i t h the l i t t l e measuring d i s c provided, (as much 
as would go on a dime, the d i r e c t i o n s s t a t e d ) , and s t i r r e d i t i n t o 
her tea. She vowed that i t helped her a great d e a l . 
I remember the p i c t u r e on the pamphlet that came w i t h these 
s a l t s of a r a t h e r w i l d eyed man, h a i r streaming back from h i s 
head, as he c l e a r e d a f i v e barred gate. He was demonstrating the 
power of t h a t "Kruschen f e e l i n g , " v i a the s k i l l of the ad. man. 
Grandma swore by Dodd's Kidney p i l l s too and took them 
f a i t h f u l l y when she f e l t they were necessary. 
Grandpa was q u i t e healthy apart from the hernias that troubled 
him. For a time he wore a t r u s s , purchased from a mail order 
company. I t was cumbersome and uncomfortable and i l l f i t t i n g i n 
s p i t e of many adju s t a b l e straps that were supposed t o make i t 
indispensable t o the hernia s u f f e r e r . 
He sometimes s u f f e r e d chestcolds as we a l l d i d and these were 
not t r e a t e d l i g h t l y . Pneumonia and p l e u r i s y were much dreaded. 
Without b e n e f i t of the powerful combative drugs we have today, 
many who were vigorous as w e l l as babies and e l d e r l y people died 
from these two diseases. A t i g h t chest meant bed r e s t and 
a p p l i c a t i o n s of a counter i r r i t a n t . Mustard p l a s t e r s were 
commonly used and have stood the t e s t of time w e l l . Some people 
favored goose grease f l a v o r e d w i t h some pungent herb or o i l . 
Grandma's f a v o r i t e was a piece of f l a n n e l ( i t had to be red) 
permeated w i t h Rawleigh's Mustard Ointment, which I am sure, among 
heat producing agents, contained a large percentage of cayenne 
pepper. This was w e l l heated and attached to the i n s i d e of the 
night a t t i r e and w e l l covered. I t was hot s t u f f . A k e t t l e was 
always steaming on the k i t c h e n range and a steam tent was e a s i l y 
improvised w i t h a good t h i c k f l a n n e l e t t e sheet. Hot lemonade was 
drunk i n copious amounts too, a forerunner of vitamin C t a b l e t s 
people use today but much appealing to someone f e e l i n g t h i r s t y and 
f e v e r i s h . 
I can never remember anyone except the Doctor using a 
thermometer. 
For p e r s i s t e n t coughs we took pinex, a not unpleasant black 
syrup or sucked on Smith Brother's cough lozenges. Thy were about 
as e f f i c a c i o u s as the many brands on the market today. 
I was q u i t e a healthy c h i l d and besides whooping cough and a 
m i l d case of chicken pox I o n l y remember being given an occasional 
dose of a m i l d herbal l a x a t i v e c a l l e d cascara segrada i n water 
when Grandma thought I looked peaked. But I do r e c a l l episodes of 
severe sore throats when I burned w i t h fever and f e l t that I was 
f l o a t i n g somewhere between my bed and the r a f t e r s . Mrs. Underwood 
would come and give me some extremely b i t t e r drops of quinine i n 
water. Sweet s p i r i t s of n i t e r was another remedy she used. 
I have since presumed th a t I had t o n s i l l i t i s because on 
examining my throat i n a hand m i r r o r my t o n s i l s appeared very 
inflamed. I t was believed t h a t a c h i l d s u f f e r i n g from many colds 
and sore t h r o a t s had bad t o n s i l s and t o n s i l s were castigated f o r 
poisoning the whole system and causing a l l manner of miseries. 
One summer an "out with the t o n s i l s " campaign took place i n 
Athabasca. Cots were set up i n a b i g h a l l and parents brought 
t h e i r c h i l d r e n from town and from miles around. A doctor from 
Edmonton was i n attendance a l l day a s s i s t e d by Dr. Meyer he very 
s k i l l f u l l y removed many p a i r s of t o n s i l s . A f t e r the operations 
the parents claimed t h e i r h a l f conscious, bloodstained o f f s p r i n g 
loaded them i n cars and wagons and i n some cases drove them many 
miles home. 
How the operating techniques compared wi t h those of today can 
not be imagined, not to mention c o n d i t i o n s of asepsis and 
anesthesia. There were no a n t i b i o t i c s to ward o f f i n f e c t i o n 
e i t h e r , but we never heard of any complications or deaths i n or 
around our area. 
I t was suggested because of my r e c u r r i n g sore throats that I 
should have my t o n s i l s removed, Grandma was dead set against i t . 
She had a great d i s t r u s t of any kind of surgery. Many years 
before she had guarded her baby sons a g a i n s t c i r c u m c i s i o n , having 
known one or two babies that had died from i n f e c t i o n f o l l o w i n g 
that simple operation. She had also witnessed the death of a 
neighbor's l i t t l e boy f o l l o w i n g a smallpox v a c c i n a t i o n i n those 
e a r l y days of i t ' s i n c e p t i o n . Somehow she had managed to smuggle 
a l l her c h i l d r e n past the h e a l t h a u t h o r i t i e s , managing to avoid 
v a c c i n a t i o n when they emigrated to America. So I s t i l l r e t a i n my 
t o n s i l s , as healthy a p a i r as one could wish f o r . 
When my own c h i l d r e n were young my doctor as very r e l u c t a n t to 
advise the removal of t o n s i l s except i n extreme cases. He had 
been a v i c t i m of p o l i o i n one of the de v a s t a t i n g epidemics t h a t 
had k i l l e d or c r i p p l e d so many and he f e l t that the t o n s i l s were 
an indispensable defence against t h i s formidable disease. 
Through a l l the years at the l i t t l e s c h o o l , there was one v i s i t 
by a nurse. About the most important t h i n g she d i d was to weigh 
us and send a report home to our parents. My report stated t h a t I 
was twenty pounds underweight. Looking back, I question e i t h e r 
her c h a r t s or her s c a l e s . I was a skinny c h i l d . But twenty 
pounds underweight? 
Tubercu l o s i s was another feared disease and she noted on my 
chart t h a t I should eat l o t s of eggs and d r i n k a quart of milk 
each day, these foods being popularly i n d i c a t e d i n the treatment 
of T.B. p a t i e n t s . 
The eggs were no problem. I t was s p r i n g and with warm weather 
and our lack of r e f r i g e r a t i o n , eggs were apt to be on the menu 
every day and often twice d a i l y . 
But milk !!! Grandma had r a i s e d me on t e a since I had passed 
the i n f a n c y stage and milk was about the o n l y food I d i s l i k e d very 
much. True, she used a l o t i n cooking; custards, r i c e pudding and 
cottage cheese and we used cream i n q u a n t i t i e s . However, milk I 
was ordered to drink so I braided a n i c e strong l i t t l e rope out of 
binder twine and every morning when the cows were milked, I 
lowered a can of f r e s h milk c a r e f u l l y down the w e l l , because i c e 
c o l d was the only way I could stand i t . I drank at l e a s t a quart 
a day f a i t h f u l l y and at the end of summer when I stepped on the 
s c a l e s t h a t were kept i n the granary I found I had gained s c a r c e l y 
a pound. So, I never drank milk again u n t i l years l a t e r when I 
was pregnant. The t h i n g s we do f o r our o f f s p r i n g ! 
One hot summer day. Uncle Harry had put the horses i n the barn 
f o r t h e i r noon meal and I was f o l l o w i n g along behind him to the 
house, when suddenly he staggered and c o l l a p s e d . I was t e r r i f i e d 
and ran t o the house to t e l l Grandma and Grandpa. Between us we 
got him i n t o the house and Grandma sent me f o r Mrs. Underwood. 
She came at once and s a i d i t was sunstroke. She a p p l i e d c o l d 
c l o t h s wrung out of f r e s h water from our i c e - r i n g e d w e l l t o h i s 
head and neck and immersed h i s w r i s t s i n basins of the same. 
Soon, he regained consciousness and a f t e r a day or two of r e s t on 
h i s c o o l bedroom he was w e l l again. 
Though I loved t o stay with Aunt Marion and Uncle Charley, I 
was unfortunate to be there one s p r i n g when Aunt Marion was 
a d m i n i s t e r i n g her annual s p r i n g t o n i c of sulphur and molasses to 
cleanse the system of poisons supposedly accumulated due t o our 
lack of f r e s h food d u r i n g winter. 
I t was a d r e a d f u l l y v i l e t a s t i n g c o n d i t i o n , which I only 
managed to get down by sheer w i l l power. The treatment took a 
whole week. I t caused awful g r i p i n g bellyaches and a n e c e s s i t y to 
frequent the outhouse STATE | We a l l s u f f e r e d f o r the cause and 
Aunt Marion proclaimed she f e l t much b e t t e r when i t was a l l over. 
I h e a r t i l y agreed. Who wouldn't? 
Dental care was l a r g e l y overlooked. A badly aching t o o t h could 
be e x t r a c t e d by the doctor. More extensive work n e c e s s i t a t e d a 
t r i p to the c i t y which most people could not a f f o r d . In l a t e r 
years a d e n t i s t came once a month form Edmonton and performed h i s 
s e r v i c e s i n a room at the Grand Union H o t e l . 
My only encounter w i t h a doctor u n t i l I was twenty f i v e 
occurred at about age twelve. My top f r o n t teeth had come i n very 
crowed, one eye t o o t h protruding badly over the others. The 
o v e r a l l e f f e c t would c o n s t i t u t e an o r t h o d o n t i s t ' s d e l i g h t today. 
Grandma took me i n f e a r and trembling to the doctor and a f t e r 
f r e e z i n g my gum he p u l l e d the offending tooth quite p a i n l e s s l y . 
My other t e e t h o b l i g i n g l y found room to s t r a i g h t e n out and I 
was at the r i g h t age t o appreciate the improvement i n my 
appearance. 
F a l l and Winter 
We always though of "back to school time "as summer's end 
because i n no time we were making scrapbooks of c o l o r f u l leaves, 
c a r e f u l l y i n d e f i n i t e l y each t r e e from which they came. Walking 
home i n the golden autumn afternoon, the lane to our house was 
crunchy underfoot w i t h d r i f t s of yellow poplar leaves. We 
s h u f f l e d our feet through the glowing sun drenched c o l o r of them 
and sometimes we watched with pleasure as a small whirlwind 
swooped, them up and s p i r a l l e d them i n the a i r momentarily, 
before passing on and l e t t i n g sink g e n t l y to earth again. The 
young p a r t r i d g e s , now n e a r l y f u l l grown, took of with a great 
w h i r r i n g of wings when disturbed and a brown rabbit beginning to 
shed h i s coat f o r a white one might be seen hopping along the side 
of a f i e l d . Often there would be a p r e c i s e dark V-shaped 
formation of geese, f l y i n g h i g h , etched against the c l e a r blue 
sky. C r i s p , i n v i g o r a t i n g , f r o s t y mornings, sometimes opaque w i t h 
fog, were another reminder t h a t summer was over. 
August and e a r l y September met blueberry time and when l a t e 
s p r i n g f r o s t s had not b l i g h t e d the blossoms, they were so 
b o u n t i f u l , the p i c k e r was o n l y l i m i t e d by the time one had to 
spend. 
In each township there was a p a r c e l of land c a l l e d a school 
s e c t i o n . I t was u s u a l l y 640 acres of poor sandy s o i l , sometime 
cut w i t h ridges and coulees and these places that were not much 
good f o r anything e l s e produced b l u e b e r r i e s i n great abundance. 
There was one such s e c t i o n south of the George Soper place and i t 
was a c c e s s i b l e , though rough r i d d i n g , f o r a team and wagon. Aunt 
Sadie knew a l l the patches were and we gathered them to eat, to 
preserve and to s e l l . I used the money I made to buy school t e x t 
book and s c r i b b l e r s f o r the new term. I t was a welcome b i t of 
r e a l cash and hundreds of pounds were shipped out of Athabasca t o 
p o i n t s i n the south of the, where blue b e r r i e s d i d not grow. The 
most I ever made from the s a l e of them was 7 cents per pound. How 
l u s c i o u s were those great bunches of b l u i s h purple b e r r i e s ! One 
could s t r i p them by handfuls and even i f we ate them i n the patch 
a c e r e a l bowl w i t h r e a l cream and sugar was a supper-dessert to 
d e l i g h t a gourmet and could always be savored again as a bedtime 
snack. I have never tasted the c u l t i v a t e d b e r r i e s that can't 
compare to the w i l d ones. 
Excerpt from the d i a r y : 
August 19, 1926. 
Two milk p a i l s b l u e b e r r i e s 
Harvesting was a f i n e time, Uncle Harry and Uncle George 
o f t e n shared t h i s seasonal job and horsepower was shared too, so 
that the f a i t h f u l animals could be s p e l l e d o f f . The binder was 
heavy, and to do a s a t i s f a c t o r y job the horses had to walk at a 
good pace. 
Aunt Sadie would come to help Grandma with the meals and George 
and I would take a c o l d drink t o the men i n the morning and hot 
tea and a l i g h t lunch i n the mid afternoon so the men could work 
l a t e . 
We loved to f o l l o w the binder and see the moving blade cut 
through the g r a i n s t a l k s , The g r a i n f e l l on the platform and went 
up the canvas e l e v a t o r , was gathered i n t o a sheaf, t i e d and 
ki c k e d out to the sheaf holder and then deposited by means of a 
l e v e r operated by the man running the binder and then dropped i n 
windrows f o r stooking. I t was f a s c i n a t i n g t o watch, but often 
fraught w i t h i n t e r r u p t i o n s . Sometime an e x t r a heavy patch of 
g r a i n and a clump of tough weeds would bunch up and c l o g the 
e l e v a t o r and even teat the canvas and break the s l a t s . 
Many times Grandma used her t r u s t y Singer sewing machine to 
mend a binder canvas or patch g r a i n sacks. I t was the same 
machine that had g a i l y sewed the c y c l i n g costumes back east, and 
l i t t l e d i d she dream i t would e v e n t u a l l y sew diapers, l i t t l e 
dresses and sleepwear f o r four great granddaughters. 
They made them to l a s t back then. The c r u e l e s t t h i n g about 
the binder though, was the k n o t t i e r . When i t went out of k i l t e r 
and wouldn't t i e the sheaves they spewed out l o o s e l y on the 
ground. I t was a t r i c k y t h i n g to f i x and I remember many times I 
saddled Barney and rode to town f o r a needed part to r e p a i r i t or 
other p a r t s of the binder that broke and could not be put together 
w i t h haywire, the farmers f i r s t recourse. 
Threshing was the most t h r i l l i n g event of the whole year, 
t a k i n g precedence even over Christmas. Threshing time was long 
days from predawn to u n t i l i t was too dark to f i n d the stooks i n 
the f i e l d ; i t was days f i l l e d w ith sounds and smells and e x c i t i n g 
t h i n g s t o see and do and great g u a n t i t i e s of wonderful food. 
George and I were always f a s c i n a t e d as we watched each phase of 
the o p e r a t i o n . 
The excitement began with the a r r i v a l of the threshing machine 
and the neighbors who came w i t h t h e i r bundle teams, c a l l i n g 
g reetings t o each other as the heavy hayracks r a t t l e d i n t o the 
yard. 
No matter how poor the crop, at threshing time there was always 
a happy f e e l i n g at the culmination of the seasons hard work and a 
s p i r i t of sharing hardships and discouragements. Time enough f o r 
gloominess when the f i n a l count was i n . 
Was always allowed to stay home from school f o r a day or so at 
t h r e s h i n g time and i f I were lucky I might have a whole g l o r i o u s 
weekend i n a d d i t i o n at the home of one of my Aunts. As we grew 
older of course George and I took an a c t i v e part i n the work; he 
drove a bundle team and I helped i n the house, but as youngsters 
we had nothing but fun and o f t e n our fun was shared with our other 
playmate Chip Underwood. 
We watched the t r i c k y p o s i t i o n i n g c a l l e d " s e t t i n g up" of the 
t r a c t o r and separator, j u s t the r i g h t distance from each other f o r 
the proper t e n s i o n on the b i g b e l t which made the whole machine 
go. The thresher man then adjusted a l l the other b e l t s , and f i x e d 
the straw blower and g r a i n spout j u s t r i g h t and then went over h i s 
machine w i t h h i s o i l can. 
With the a r r i v a l of the f i r s t bundle team from the f i e l d they 
were ready to s t a r t . Then came the e x p l o s i v e pop of the engine, 
the shuddering sound as the separator came to l i f e accompanied by 
the s l i t h e r i n g and s l a p p i n g of b e l t s and then the rhythmic "thunk" 
as the bundles were fed i n t o the separator's maw. Now the c l e a n , 
sweet s m e l l i n g straw came shooting out of the blower and at 
reg u l a r i n t e r v a l s the golden wheat or creamy oats came pouring out 
of the g r a i n spout. There was a wholesome heady fragrance about 
the newly threshed g r a i n . I t was the very essence of the good 
ea r t h . 
Sometimes we had a r i d e out to the f i e l d on a bundle wagon and 
drove the team from windrow to windrow wh i l e the men b u i l d h i s 
load. A good load was one w i t h bundles placed j u s t r i g h t so tha t 
they could be evenly fed head f i r s t i n t o the separator. 
Aunt Sadie t o l d us the s t o r y of how she came out i n the n i c k of 
time t o save George and I from s u f f o c a t i o n i n the strawstack when 
we were very young. Even then, we were drawn i n f a s c i n a t i o n to 
the yard where the a c t i o n was. The women, being engrossed w i t h 
supper preparation had not noticed our absence. Anyone who has 
been around an o l d fashioned thresher knows how the straw spewing 
out of the blower sometimes b u i l d s up t o make a kind of cave 
underneath and e v e n t u a l l y the weight of i t w i l l s l i d e to block the 
entrance. Kids can never r e s i s t the l u r e of a cave and e s p e c i a l l y 
a n i c e clean sweet s m e l l i n g one such as we had found, and we sat 
away back i n i t and watched as p a r t i c l e s of straw f l o a t e d down. 
Aunt Sadie having missed us in q u i r e d of one or two men i f they 
had seen us but they hadn't. She looked i n the granary-no k i d s . 
No use to c a l l , we would not have heard her over the racket of the 
machinery. Thinking we may have wandered i n t o the bush, she was 
about to c a l l on Uncle George f o r help when going around the straw 
stack, she spotted us at the very back of the cave. She had no 
sooner got us out when the overhang c o l l a p s e d , completely b l o c k i n g 
the entrance. 
Grandma s a i d i t was a guardian angel who had guided Aunt Sadie 
to the strawstack at tha t c r u c i a l moment. We were not punished, 
being so young, but we got a r e a l good explanation of what could 
have happened and were warned to keep c l e a r of the thr e s h i n g yard. 
Another s t o r y came t o mind of the magic appeal of t h r e s h i n g 
time t o a k i d . One of our neighbor's boys, about ten years o l d , 
knowing that the o u t f i t would be p u l l i n g i n t o t h e i r place about 
mid-morning begged t o st a y home from school. His parents would 
not g i v e i n to h i s p l e a s , t e l l i n g him he would not miss much 
because he could be home by mid-afternoon. They l i v e d q u i t e near 
the school and a l l day he could hear that wonderful noisy a c t i v i t y 
going on. He squirmed and wriggled and h i s a t t e n t i o n to h i s 
lessons was a b i g zero. Teacher was very annoyed with him and 
when the c l a s s was dismissed she t o l d him to stay i n h i s seat. He 
sat i n mounting impatience while she worked at her desk. F i n a l l y 
she looked at him s t e r n l y , t o l d him h i s behavior had been very bad 
and gave him the choice of having the strap or of w r i t i n g 200 
l i n e s , "I must pay a t t e n t i o n i n school." 
As f a r as he was concerned there was no choice. He wanted out 
and home to the excitement of t h r e s h i n g so he s a i d i n s t a n t l y : 
" I ' l l have the s t r a p " . 
Teacher was a town g i r l and she j u s t didn't understand about 
t h r e s h i n g time and maybe she was having a bad day. Her temper 
f l a r e d . She slapped h i s face, gave him some good whacks with the 
s t r a p and commanded him to s i t down and w r i t e the 200 l i n e s . I t 
was a most unfortunate d e c i s i o n f o r her i n that i t was so unjust 
and i t destroyed completely the rapport between her and that p u p i l 
f o r the remainder of the time she was taught at that school. 
While the men t o i l e d and sweated and sometimes cursed when 
thi n g s went wrong they were b u i l d i n g up enormous appetites and the 
women were s t r i v i n g m i g h t i l y to prepare prodigious amounts of 
food. Since there was no means of r e f r i g e r a t i o n not much could be 
prepared i n advance. Those o l d k i t c h e n s would be b o i l i n g hot with 
the wood range going f u l l t i l t , pots and pans g i v i n g out clouds of 
steam and such savory smells coming from the oven. And what food! 
The women were u s u a l l y up before the men, l i g h t i n g f i r e s , 
making porridge, f r y i n g bacon or ham and eggs and t o a s t i n g stacks 
of bread ( u s u a l l y homemade) over the glowing coals of the wood 
f i r e and s e t t i n g the coffee to b o i l . The t a b l e extended to i t s 
f u l l length had u s u a l l y been set the n i g h t before, so a l l was i n 
readiness when the men came i n to eat by lamplight. Dinner 
preparations were begun as soon as breakfast dishes and cream 
separator were washed, the l a t t e r being a chore the women could 
have done without at threshing time, but cows had to be milked. A 
mid-morning lunch and coffee was prepared and taken out to the 
crew and then cooking began i n earnest. The noon meal was u s u a l l y 
a b i g roast of pork or beef, l o t s of vegetables, bread and butter 
and p i c k l e s and a quarter of a s e r v i n g of pie f o r each man, and 
seconds i f required. The pies were good o l d f a v o r i t e s that d i d 
not take too much time to prepare, r a i s i n , apple, blueberry and 
t a s t y s u b s t i t u t e f o r pumpkin that Aunt Sadie made with c a r r o t s . 
My f a v o r i t e was mock cherry pie made w i t h a combination of r a i s i n s 
and s c a r l e t c r a n b e r r i e s from the muskeg. Midafternoon meant a 
h e a r t i e r lunch, u s u a l l y sandwiches and cake or cookies and tea and 
c o f f e e taken out to the yard and supper could be f r i e d potatoes i f 
there were enough l e f t from dinner, s l i c e s of cold meat from the 
roast and coleslaw and more pie f o r dessert. Sometimes Grandma 
made a b i g suet pudding, w e l l speckled with r a i s i n s , wrapped i n a 
cl e a n white c l o t h and b o i l e d i n a b i g pot of water. Served w i t h 
Roger's golden syrup and t h i c k cream i t was always a f a v o r i t e . Mr. 
H a l l i w e l l , an Englishman always pleased her when he s a i d i t 
reminded him of home 
I t was wonderful when the hole harvest season was blessed w i t h 
good weather but sometimes Nature was downright mean, with a wet 
r a i n y s p e l l during binding or a f t e r stooking or even an e a r l y 
s n o w f a l l , and threshing was delayed again and again as t r i p s were 
made to the e l e v a t o r i n town to have the g r a i n t a s t e d f o r 
toughness. 
The d i a r y records f o r October 5, 1925. 
Snowy 
Oct. 6 - s t i l l snowing 
Oct. 8 - Shaking snow o f f stooks 
Oct. 12 - Threshing 
Beef 8 cent a pound. 
Many of the merchants i n those long gone years accommodated 
farmers who were i n need w i t h c r e d i t throughout the growing season 
and i n these cases a delayed harvest or a poor harvest was a cause 
of concern f o r a l l p a r t i e s i n v o l v e d . I t i s no exaggeration to say 
that a good y i e l d o f t e n meant a poor market and while some years 
were b e t t e r than others, the always a n t i c i p a t e d bumper crop never 
came to pass. 
Wedding Anniversary 
On September 28, 1928 Grandma and Grandpa had been married 
s i x t y years and the fa m i l y decided to c e l e b r a t e w i t h a party i n 
the schoolhouse. I n v i t a t i o n s were sent out to a l l f r i e n d s and 
neighbors and to absent f a m i l y members. I was q u i t e prod to w r i t e 
them i n my best penmanship and r i d e to town on Barney to mail 
them. 
The three aunts gathered at Grandmas on the day to make 
q u a n t i t i e s of turkey and ham sandwiches and get other d e l e c t a b l e 
goodies ready. 
Grandma dressed i n her f i n e s t , a f l o o r length heavy black 
embroidered s i l k s k i r t and a white lace trimmed blouse. She 
c a l l e d i t a s h i r t w a i s t . I t had been brought from the east as had 
Grandpa's s u i t and h i s p o l i s h e d dress boots. Looking very f i n e , 
they sat on the platform and received c o n g r a t u l a t i o n s and good 
wishes from everyone. 
Mrs. B e l l e Mclntyre a f r i e n d and a f i n e p i a n i s t who was most 
e s p e c i a l l y c l o s e to Aunt Sadie, played the piano and Aunt Annie 
and Uncle Harry sang some of the o l d f a v o r i t e melodies, i n c l u d i n g 
Grandpa's w e l l loved, Just A Song At T w i l i g h t and a f t e r the 
musical part of the program Grandpa was i n h i s g l o r y as he made a 
speech. He thanked everyone f o r coming and f o r t h e i r good wishes 
and t o l d some w i t t y s t o r i e s about occurrences they had experienced 
i n t h e i r s i x t y years together. He probably would have gone on at 
much greater length but he f i n a l l y s a i d : "Friends, Mother i s 
k i c k i n g me, so that means i t ' s time I stopped". 
A g i f t f o r someone who has been married f o r s i x t y years poses 
somewhat of a problem. Many of t h e i r k ind f r i e n d s , r e a l i z i n g 
t h e i r f i n a n c i a l s i t u a t i o n made g i f t s of money and the absent 
f a m i l y members a l l sent money. Grandma was so happy to r e c e i v e 
these p r a c t i c a l g i f t s . I t was the f i r s t s u b s t a n t i a l sum of money 
she had had to c a l l her own s i n c e leaving Rockland. Eaton's 
catalogue was perused at great length and I wrote out orders f o r 
new f l a n n e l e t t e sheets, warm winter underwear and sleepwear f o r 
a l l as w e l l as some household a r t i c l e s she so badly needed t o 
replace. 
But of a l l the g i f t s , the one she cherished most, was from her 
f r i e n d Dr. Meyer. He had been unable to attend the party, but he 
sent a card and a r e c e i p t marked "Paid i n f u l l " f o r h i s 
p r o f e s s i o n a l s e r v i c e s rendered over the years and a note saying he 
hoped i t would help to make her l i f e a l i t t l e happier. She had 
never been able to pay him more than a few d o l l a r s now and then 
and now she c r i e d t e a r s at r e c e i v i n g so generous a g i f t from 
such a k i n d understanding f r i e n d . She was not to need h i s 
se r v i c e s again u n t i l her l a s t i l l n e s s . 
Winter 
Winter memories are mostly centered around the struggle t o keep 
warm. I r e c a l l , how i n very c o l d weather, the horses b r i d l e s were 
brought i n t o the house t o warm, before p u t t i n g the b i t s i n t o t h e i r 
tender months, and how the s l e i g h runners sgueaked and grated on 
the c o l d snow. The horses wore rims of f r o s t and sprouted i c i c l e s 
from t h e i r n o s t r i l s and the water trough had to be chopped f r e e of 
ice every morning. 
Aunt Marion used to t e l l us how i n that f i r s t c o l d winter i n 
A l b e r t a when Ernest was nine years o l d he picked up a h e a v i l y 
f r o s t encrusted hammer out s i d e and t h i n k i n g i t looked a p p e t i z i n g , 
had put h i s tongue to i t where i t i n s t a n t l y f r o z e and stuck f a s t . 
There was a great s h r i e k i n g and consternation u n t i l i t was thawed 
with warm water and he nursed a very sore tongue f o r a time. 
I r e c a l l l y i n g i n my warm bed and l i s t e n i n g to the wind howl 
and moan, and the snow s l e e t i n g against the window panes and 
sometimes an e x t r a strong gust of wind would make the roof creak. 
I was f e a r f u l i t might take o f f altogether, but Uncle Harry 
assured me i t was s o l i d l y anchored but oft e n i n very cold weather 
a n a i l would l e t go w i t h an e x p l o s i v e pop, l i k e a r i f l e shot. 
This happened with the trees too, when the pressure from the f r o s t 
was great enough to s p l i t the bark. S t i l l we f e l t fortunate i n 
our bush country that we were not subjected to the t e r r i b l e 
b l i n d i n g b l i z z a r d s that occurred on the p r a i r i e s ; nor were we 
plagued w i t h dust storms i n summer. 
In t h i s severe weather there would be i n t r i c a t e designs of 
i n c r e d i b l e grace and beauty etched on our f r o s t encrusted windows 
each morning. Except f o r t h e i r p r i s t i n e whiteness, I thought they 
resembled a lush k i n d of f o l i a g e that might grow i n the t r o p i c s . 
Grandpa always marveled at t h e i r d e l i c a t e formation and wondered 
how and why such came to be. 
And i n Sunny A l b e r t a there were morning when every twig and 
branch stood f o r t h i n the g l i t t e r i n g splendor of hoar f r o s t . No 
jewels ever sparkled so b r i l l i a n t l y . I t was a world of such 
br e a t h t a k i n g beauty as to drown ones senses i n pure d e l i g h t . I 
f e l t g l a d that i t happened only o c c a s i o n a l l y . For i t to have 
become commonplace would have been r e g r e t t a b l e . 
Sometimes on such a morning there would be a crust on the snow 
that we could run on and how we would run, fr e e and unhampered by 
roads, skipping across f i e l d s and jumping over muskeg hummocks to 
a r r i v e at school rosy and glowing, every c e l l i n our bodies 
impregnated with oxygen. I would not exchange the memory of such 
a morning f o r any number of ones viewed through the steamy windows 
of a s t u f f y school bus. 
During a p a r t i c u l a r l y b i t t e r s p e l l of winter weather, one of 
our neighbors Mr. Lewis Wood and h i s o l d e s t son, J u l i u s were 
c u t t i n g firewood i n the muskeg east of us. They would go through 
our yard a f t e r doing t h e i r morning chores and go i n t o the muskeg, 
cut t h e i r load and r e t u r n about dusk. They would make a f i r e when 
they stopped f o r lunch and b o i l water i n a t i n can f o r tea, but 
t h e i r lunch would most s u r e l y be f r o z e n . When they went through 
our yard on the way home they would be walking and beating t h e i r 
arms against t h e i r s i d e s to warm t h e i r hands. Sometimes they 
would blanket the horses and come i n to get warm and have a hot 
cup of tea and a b i t e to eat, which made more bearable the two and 
a h a l f miles they had yet to go. They made many t r i p s before they 
had enough wood to see them through the winter. 
Having enough wood was always of prime importance and a 
dwindling wood p i l e i n winter was a s i t u a t i o n that c a l l e d f o r 
immediate a c t i o n . 
Rabbits, A Plaque 
One winter there was what could only be c a l l e d explosion i n the 
r a b b i t population. In l a t e afternoon they would begin hopping 
across the f i e l d s i n hordes, heading f o r the straw stacks or any 
place where c a t t l e or horses were fed outside. So great were 
t h e i r numbers they beat down the snow, making wide t r a i l s across 
the f i e l d s and the straw stacks were a l i v e with bobbing white 
f u r r y bodies, chewing f o r a l l they were worth. They became very 
bold as t h e i r hunger increased and would go r i g h t i n t o the barn i f 
the door were l e f t open. George and I could k i l l them quite 
e a s i l y by s t r i k i n g them sharply on the back of t h e i r necks w i t h a 
long l i g h t s t i c k . We would keep track of how many we k i l l e d , p i l e 
them i n a box on my s l e d and a f t e r supper Grandma would help me 
s k i n my share of them and put the hides on boards f o r drying. 
People devised many d i f f e r e n t ways of herding them i n t o an 
enclosure so that many could be k i l l e d but t h i s never seemed to 
d i m i n i s h t h e i r numbers. They kept coming, and r a i s e d havoc wi t h 
the straw stacks. There was a market f o r the f u r i n the east 
where they were used i n the manufacture of f e l t and l i t e r a l l y 
thousands of hides were shipped out of the d i s t r i c t by Mr. 
Hingley, a f u r t r a d e r i n Athabasca. They were a source of some 
small income which farmers would not pass up i n those lean years. 
Towards winter's end they began to d i e . They were diseased and 
i t was s u r p r i s i n g that so many people skinning them d i d not become 
i n f e c t e d . They died everywhere; on the straw stacks and i n the 
bush and f i e l d s and on the roads and the s l e i g h runners bumped 
j a r r i n g l y over t h e i r frozen forms. With the coming of spring one 
held one's nose and s k i r t e d the decomposing bodies u n t i l the 
n a t u r a l forces of b i r d s , i n s e c t s and animals cleaned up the mess. 
THE MAGIC OF RADIO 
The harvest of 1925 must have been b e t t e r than average. One 
Saturday i n November, Uncle Harry hauled a load of wheat to town 
and came home wit h a pleased look and some b i g boxes. He had 
bought a r a d i o ! 
I t was a Deforest Crossley and i t had two impressive d i a l s f o r 
tuning i n , two c o n t r o l knobs f o r volume and a knob i n the center 
that p u l l e d i n and out that we dubbed "the squealer", because 
sometimes i t c o n t r o l l e d the strange howls and beeps that issued 
f o r t h and i t a l s o had e f f e c t on the c r a c k l y s t a t i c . To power the 
magic box there were b a t t e r i e s galore; two b i g b o x l i k e B's, s i x 
c y l i n d r i c a l A's, and a small rectangular C and a car b a t t e r y . 
There were s i x tubes i n i t ' s i n t e r i o r that twinkled g a i l y when a l l 
was w e l l . 
A place had to be made f o r a l l t h i s paraphernalia and an 
antenna erected above the k i t c h e n roof and a ground wire etched to 
a rod i n the c e l l a r . 
Within our l i m i t e d economic circumstance we were apt to 
consider any major purchase i n terms of wheather or not i t was 
needed or merely wanted but once we experienced how s i g n i f i c a n t l y 
i t brightened the monetary of our d a i l y l i f e we knew i t was indeed 
needed and we a l l agreed somehow i t must be kept i n operation. 
I t opened up a whole new world to a l l of us, and most 
e s p e c i a l l y t o me. I was eleven years o l d and I had never heard an 
or c h e s t r a , a c h o i r or a f i n e s o l o i s t . Except f o r a few f e e b l e 
sounding records played on an o l d V i c t r o l a , I had never heard any 
of the melodic, catchy, t h r i l l i n g music with which the world was 
being endowed during that era. 
How wonderful to hear suspense packed dramas, performed l i v e , 
complete w i t h sound e f f e c t s . We l i s t e n e d engrossed to One Man's 
Family and The Lux Theatre and laughed w i t h Fibber McGee and 
Molly and Amos and Andy. A wonderful innovation was the newscast 
f r e s h o f f the press. Formerly i t had been at l e a s t a week o l d by 
the time we got our papers. On e l e c t i o n days we knew the r e s u l t s 
w i t h i n a few hours. We never ceased to be amazed and d e l i g h t e d . 
F a l l brought the World S e r i e s and we followed every play w i t h a v i d 
i n t e r e s t . The heavyweight boxing events were most t h r i l l i n g f o r 
the men f o l k . They were kept i n a fever of s p e c u l a t i o n and 
a n t i c i p a t i o n f o r days p r i o r t o the f i g h t s and many were the l i v e l y 
d i s c u s s i o n s that followed. 
Saturday afternoon were devoted to performances by the 
Met r o p o l i t a n Opera Company. I had access to a book e n t i t l e d 
"Tales From The Operas" from our small school l i b r a r y , and I read 
the s t o r i e s and was able to f o l l o w the themes. L i s t e n i n g t o the 
b e a u t i f u l a r i a s and the f i n e o r c h e s t r a t i o n I acquired an. 
a p p r e c i a t i o n of f i n e music performed by a r t i s t s of the highest 
c a l i b r e . 
The market reports were a i r e d every week day at noon, preceded 
by the theme which was a recording of the l i v e l y "Colonel Bogey 
March", played by a good peppy band. We used to sing our own 
v e r s i o n along with the r e f r a i n "Wheat i s up today" "and hope i t 
was so". 
The announcers became as f a m i l i a r to us as o l d f r i e n d s and of 
course we had our f a v o r i t e s . 
Except i n case of some s p e c i a l event, day time l i s t e n i n g d u r i n g 
weekdays was n e c e s s a r i l y c u r t a i l e d . There was work aplenty on 
the farm and school f o r me as w e l l as some chores I was 
responsible f o r d a i l y Sunday, though, found the radio on most 
a l l day. There were church s e r v i c e s a v a i l a b l e from many 
denomination and my Grandmother who of t e n maintained you could 
have too much of a good t h i n g was heard to s i g h one Sunday 
afternoon, as s e r v i c e followed s e r v i c e and remark " I f thats what 
God wants, He must l i k e a l o t of c h a t t e r " . 
Sunday evening was always s p e c i a l . There was good drama, 
concert music, c h o i r s and s o l o i s t s . We could pick and choose as 
r e c e p t i o n allowed and there was seldom a night that was poor 
enough to s i l e n c e the r a d i o . 
That l i t t l e box with i t ' s supporting array of b a t t e r i e s and 
i t ' s squeaks and squawks and s t a t i c was a revered object i n our 
home. I t opened up a wonderful world of i n t e r e s t s and added a new 
dimension to our l i v e s . Each day found us eagerly looking forward 
to hearing what was going on i n a world whose place names were 
becoming as f a m i l i a r as those i n our own country. 
Our set had a p l u g - i n f o r earphones to f a c i l i t a t e f i n e tuning, 
and when, a f t e r f i d d l i n g w i t h two d i a l s and three c o n t r o l knobs, 
the r e c e p t i o n was c l e a r and loud enough, the operator p u l l e d the 
plug and t r a n s f e r r e d the sound to the loudspeaker. How i n t e n t l y 
and i m p a t i e n t l y we waited w h i l e the adjustments were made and we 
could a l l hear what was making the operator look so smug. 
Our magic box required a car b a t t e r y and about once each month 
a s i x m i l e t r i p to town had t o be made f o r recharging, which took 
at l e a s t two days. Then to town again w i t h the f a i t h f u l horses to 
b r i n g the b a t t e r y back. How the time lagged while the radio was 
s i l e n t ! My Grandma s a i d i t was almost l i k e having a death i n the 
f a m i l y . Eventually, we purchased another b a t t e r y so there was 
then no lapse i n the machine's performance. 
Grandma and Grandpa p a r t i c u l a r l y loved the broadcasts of the 
famous Mormon Tabernacle Choir from S a l t Lake C i t y . This s t a t i o n 
and Denver were two that n e a r l y always "came i n " w e l l . We o f t e n 
sat up l a t e at night i n winter " f i s h i n g " f o r d i s t a n t s i g n a l s and 
what a t h r i l l to tune i n places l i k e Chicago, C i n c i n n a t i or San 
F r a n c i s c o . These s t a t i o n s o f t e n "faded out" but the excitement 
was i n knowing the distance had been vanquished. 
One Christmas Eve Uncle Harry was " f i s h i n g " with the earphones 
plugged i n . My Grandparents had gone to bed and I was reading. 
Suddenly, h i s expression became animated and he s a i d "Go and t e l l 
Mother and Father to come r i g h t away". 
I d i d as he requested and Grandma and Grandpa came out to the 
l i v i n g room to s i t i n t h e i r f a v o r i t e c h a i r s . Uncle Harry p u l l e d 
the plug and the room was f i l l e d w i t h the g l o r i o u s sound of a 
church c a r i l l o n . Peal a f t e r melodious peal resounded to the 
r a f t e r s of our o l d farm home. The two o l d people l i s t e n e d , 
entranced. A happy tear t r i c k l e d down Grandma's face and Grandpa's 
blue eyes sparkled m i s t i l y . They were young again and back i n 
England hearing the l o v e l y church b e l l s . 
How o f t e n I had heard Grandpa t e l l how they had wandered 
through the o l d church yards during t h e i r c o u r t i n g days. Perhaps 
they had sat beside a grave i n the q u i t e countryside and as l o v e r s 
w i l l do, had shared wonderful dreams and a s p i r a t i o n s f o r the 
f u t u r e , and the l o v e l y sound of the b e l l s was to them a good 
omen. As the l a s t l o v e l y echo of the b e l l s faded, the announcer 
came on t o thank the b e l l r i n g e r s and t o wish everyone a happy 
Christmas. 
This unique broadcast came from a church i n V i c t o r i a , B r i t i s h 
Columbia. I always l i k e to th i n k of that Christmas Eve happening 
as a s p e c i a l d i s p e n s a t i o n f o r those two dear people. We had never 
tuned i n that s t a t i o n before, and were never again able to pick i t 
up. 
The magic of r a d i o i n my o p i n i o n i s very high on the l i s t of 
a l l the wonders we have experienced i n the past s i x t y years. 
What about T.V.? Isn't i t more e x c i t i n g ? 
Maybe, i f you l i k e s i l l y s i t u a t i o n comedies, movies that don't 
make much sense and are drowned i n loud awful music, news that i s 
s t e r i l e and c o n t r o l l e d , a noisy car chase, s i r e n s screaming, guns 
popping and a generous s p r i n k l i n g of dead bodies every night, then 
you may f i n d i t q u i t e f a s c i n a t i n g . 
I t hasn't a patch on radio as i t was i n the olden days. 
Winter-A Time For Reading 
We were a reading fa m i l y and the long c o l d winter evenings 
were the times f o r escape through the pages of an i n t e r e s t i n g 
magazine or a good book. Before the advent of radio i t f i l l e d a 
great need and s t i l l had i t s place afterward. A "reading person" 
continues to read f o r an e n t i r e l i f e t i m e i f h i s eyesight and 
reason permits. 
We had p i l e s of reading m a t e r i a l , some of i t passed on from 
r e l a t i v e s and neighbors. I remember what a grand wealth of 
reading there was i n the Saturday Evening Post which came to us 
weekly a f t e r Uncle Charley had perused i t . We had C o l l i e r s too 
and L i b e r t y . Grandpa devoured them; s i t t i n g i n h i s w e l l 
cushioned wicker c h a i r , the lamp c l o s e by on the round t a b l e . 
Coal o i l lamps though were h i s pet abomination. He used to say: 
"They o l d l i g h t s do j u s t make darkness more v i s i b l e " . 
I t was a happy day when we acquired gas lamps and la n t e r n s . 
I s t i l l miss those good o l d farm papers. The modern ones are 
so s c i e n t i f i c and s t e r i l e , f u l l of surveys and percentages, 
f i g u r e s to d e l i g h t only the mind of an accountant but the o l d 
Family Herald and Weekly Star and The Free Press P r a i r i e Farmer 
were papers chock f u l l of i n t e r e s t to a r u r a l community. 
The Family Herald had something f o r everyone. There were 
accounts of farming innovations, the important market information 
and many h e l p f u l t i p s from farmers on b e t t e r ways to feed 
l i v e s t o c k and p o u l t r y . There was a column of jokes c a l l e d . In The 
Li g h t e r Vein. grandpa read them to Grandma while she went about 
her chores i n the k i t c h e n . There was a sermon and a f a v o r i t e hymn 
complete w i t h music, a medical and l e g a l page of advice and the 
animals ailments were de a l t w i t h i n the v e t e r i n a r y s e c t i o n . There 
were short s t o r i e s and a s e r i a l , a pen pal page f o r young f o l k s , 
and Dorothy Dix w i t h advice t o the l o v e l o r n . 
L e t t e r s t o Dorothy were mostly concerned w i t h a f f a i r s of the 
heart from a romantic viewpoint and some about m a r i t a l 
d i f f i c u l t i e s but never anything suggestive of sexual problems or 
the strange b e h a v i o r a l q u i r k s that are now dealt with by Ann and 
Abbey. 
The Free Press P r a i r i e Farmer had a double page of l e t t e r s 
under the heading of Home Loving Hearts. The l e t t e r s were mostly 
from farm women; great chunks of human i n t e r e s t , t e l l i n g of 
problems and sharing recipes and ideas to l i g h t e n the work load. 
Some t o l d of husbands who were m i s e r l y and even b r u t a l , and many 
were a p a t h e t i c c r y of l o n e l i n e s s from women house bound wi t h 
young c h i l d r e n through the long winter on the p r a i r i e s where homes 
were s i t u a t e d f a r apart. Some t o l d of i l l n e s s e s and crop f a i l u r e s 
or the heartbreak of a l o s t c h i l d . And there were poignant 
l e t t e r s from war bri d e s t r y i n g to cope i n a harsh a l i e n 
environment, s i c k w i t h longing f o r home and fa m i l y . Those l e t t e r s 
were t h e i r o n l y r e l e a s e and perhaps a sympathetic reader who had 
experienced s i m i l a r depression might r e p l y with words of wisdom to 
b o l s t e r t h e i r courage. Many c o n s o l i n g l e t t e r s were included to do 
j u s t that. 
Then there was the wonder women. She wrote i n d e t a i l of how 
she organized her day. Her c h i l d r e n were o f f to school w i t h a 
balanced lunch, her household chores done by nine o'clock so she 
could d r i v e a team or a t r a c t o r i n the f i e l d . Laundry got done 
too and a n o u r i s h i n g supper cooked. She took care of p o u l t r y and 
a b i g garden and canned amounts of food and s t i l l found time to 
take an a c t i v e part i n community a f f a i r s and be w e l l groomed at 
a l l times. She i s s t i l l around today. Thanks to automation and 
technology she i s able to combine a career with a smooth run 
household, gave adequate time t o the needs of a growing fam i l y , be 
supportive t o her husband and spearhead committees to deal w i t h 
s o c i a l i s s u e s . To use a much maligned phrase: She i s f a n t a s t i c ! ! 
Those of us who are unorganized, marvel at her fea t s and by 
comparison f e e l l i k e l a z y s l o b s , but happy l a z y slobs a l b e i t . 
Christmas times brought e x t r a t h i c k e d i t i o n s of the farm papers 
w i t h s t o r i e s g a l o re. There were green and red l e t t e r i n g on 
headings and s p r i g s of c o l o r f u l h o l l y and mi s t l e t o e i n t e r s p e r s e d 
between paragraphs. How I enjoyed them! I suppose many were 
amateurish and down r i g h t mawkish compared with the s o p h i s t i c a t e d 
s t y l e and p l o t of w r i t i n g today. I read them i n long winter 
evenings and sometimes wakened e a r l y on weekends turned up the 
wick on the lamp that was kept burning and read i n bed. I f I 
missed any I could o f t e n recapture the magic of Christmas on i n t o 
s p r i n g and summer i n v i s i t s to the out house. One d i d not l i n g e r 
i n w i n t e r . 
I read books to Grandma i n the evenings too. She would s i t i n 
her f a v o r i t e c h a i r near the heater w i t h her never ending sewing 
and mending. A l l through the years she wore the same gold rimmed 
b i f o c a l spectacles she had brought from Rockland and she patched 
underwear and darned socks and sewed up r i p s i n seams and replaced 
buttons. 
Auntie Perkins back i n Stoughton Massachusetts was a member of 
a church that held regular rummage s a l e s f o r fund r a i s i n g and she 
sent p a r c e l s of good c l o t h i n g , b i t s of j e w e l l e r and s t r i n g s of 
c o l o r e d beads. I had a c o l l e c t i o n of b e a u t i f u l beads which I 
never wore. They were a nuisance dangling around my neck and were 
i n on way compatible w i t h my outdoor l i f e s t y l e . 
Grandma de l i g h t e d i n a l t e r i n g whatever was needed to f i t me and 
much of the work she d i d by hand and very e x p e r t l y . So w h i l e she 
s t i t c h e d I read page a f t e r page of wonderful books of that e r a . 
Which of us enjoyed i t most I couldn't say. We read through 
N e l l i e McClunge books and the Anne of Green Gables s e r i e s by 
Montgomery and Ralph Connors Sky P i l o t , a l l by Canadian authors. 
Gene Stratoon Porter the n a t u r a l i s t e n t e r t a i n e d us with F r e c k l e s 
and The G i r l of the Limberlast. Papa sent a book by the E n g l i s h 
author Warwick Duping which was read and reread many times. 
Grandpa always r e t i r e d e a r l y and dropped o f f the sleep 
immediately. He would awaken a f t e r an hour or so and I would be 
reading. " I t s time that k i d d i e was i n bed", he would c a l l out. 
" a l r i g h t , she's going", would be her answer, "Go back to s l e e p " . 
Soon we would hear a resounding snore. "Just one more chapter", 
she would beg. And I would h a p p i l y comply. There was a fabulous 
adventure book e n t i t l e d Darkness and Dawn (I cannot r e c a l l the 
author's name). I t d e a l t w i t h a d i s a s t e r that l e f t everyone i n 
the United States exterminated except f o r one young executive and 
h i s female secretary. T h e i r e x p l o i t s and narrow escapes from 
dangers kept us e n t h r a l l e d f o r many n i g h t s . F i n a l l y , they were 
not whisked away i n t o space but f e l l i n t o a very deep chasm and 
there discovered a world of unbelievable beauty. A l l the 
n e c e s s i t i e s of l i f e were there and i t was peopled by huge f r i e n d l y 
f o l k . Of course they had long since f a l l e n i n love and now 
s e t t l e d down i n t h e i r new world to produce progeny that would mate 
w i t h the inhabitants to s t a r t a new c i v i l i z a t i o n . What a t a l e i t 
was| I read i t several times over a p e r i o d of years and always 
e n t h r a l l e d by the imaginative prowess of the author. 
Those books were as d i f f e r e n t i n s t y l e and content from today's 
choice as day and ni g h t . Most of them had happy endings which 
were not always r e a l i s t i c and there were many tender love scenes 
but sex was c e r t a i n l y not dealt w i t h as such. 
We have made up f o r that u n r e a l i t y i n the past few decades w i t h 
m i l l i o n s of words on the subject, f i l l i n g pages and t a k i n g us 
through every minute d e t a i l r i g h t up t o the highest peak of 
o r g a s t i c ecstasy. These rapturous d e l i g h t s with a v a r i e t y of 
partne r s are d e a l t w i t h r e p e t i t i o u s l y , accompanied by v a c i l l a t i n g 
p e riods of anguish and b l i s s . Perhaps t h i s i s not r e a l i s t i c 
e i t h e r , i f so, one wonders that the p r o t a g o n i s t s have time f o r 
anght e l s e . 
Since the e x p l o s i v e best s e l l e r s by Grace M e t a l l i o u s and Harold 
Robbins, hundreds of authors enormous p r o f i t have jumped on sex 
ridden band wagon. I f i n d i t convenient to turn the page and get 
on w i t h the p l o t . I f indeed there i s one. 
I was never censored i n my reading. While I f r e e l y and openly 
pursued the t r i b u l a t i o n s and shameful agonies of the unwed mothers 
i n True Story magazine my school f r i e n d was h i d i n g her copy under 
her mattress and reading i t i n sec r e t . I learned l i t t l e from 
these l u r i d t a l e s , except that a g i r l could be stigmatized f o r 
l i f e should she "get i n tro u b l e " and an i l l e g i t i m a t e c h i l d was 
shameful. I t seemed that the f a u l t and shame was always borne by 
the g i r l . This s t i l l e x i s t s i n a degree today but our a t t i t u d e to 
such misfortune i s much more humanistic and r e a l i s t i c . We have 
made much progress too i n our p o s i t i o n regarding both the 
p h y s i c a l l y and mentally and d i s a b l e d . The awareness of t h e i r 
needs i s encouraging them to f u n c t i o n i n s o c i e t y to the f u l l 
extent of t h e i r c a p a b i l i t y . 
CHRISTMAS 
Christmas was a q u i e t , happy time spent w i t h family members. 
During the e a r l y years when Grandpa and Grandma could go out we 
spent i t at one or the other homes of the aunts and uncles. In 
l a t e r years we stayed home and the George Sopers came and Aunt 
Sadie helped with the dinner. Sometimes i f the weather was m i l d , 
Uncle Harry would d r i v e to town and b r i n g the Lawleys out f o r the 
day, but no one l e f t t h e i r homes f o r long periods of time i n c o l d 
weather. Uncle Harry stayed to have dinner with us, the r e s t of 
the day and evening he always spent at the Underwood home. 
Grandma d i d not b e l i e v e i n the Santa Claus f a b l e , so I knew my 
g i f t s came from people who cared f o r me and whom I loved. When I 
witness the phony commercials that i s Christmas today I wonder 
what the thoughts of c h i l d r e n are, who see a Santa i n every s t o r e . 
The promotion of Christmas sales i n l a r g e centers as e a r l y as 
J u l y , complete with Santa, decorations and Christmas music, I 
t h i n k , i s deplorable. Can c h i l d r e n have any f a i t h i n the 
c r e d i b i l i t y of a dults? 
One year near Christman time, George and I cut a l i t t l e spruce 
t r e e i n the muskeg, brought i t home and hung wonderful g i f t s on i t 
f o r everyone. The g i f t s were p i c t u r e s cut from the pages of 
Eaton's catalogue. I t was fun t o imagine how we would enjoy 
opening our g i f t s and how pleased our loved ones would be w i t h 
t h e i r s . 
In r e a l i t y we were always pleased with our g i f t s . They were 
f o r the most part p r a c t i c a l , e s p e c i a l l y as we grew o l d e r . When I 
was about f i v e or s i x I received a toy laundry tub wit h a bench 
and t i n y washboard, a cl o t h e s l i n e and clothes pegs. I never 
played w i t h d o l l s so I had no d o l l s c l othes to wash but I spent 
many happy hours washing handkerchiefs and pinning them on the 
l i n e . Kleenex had not yet reached our part of the world, and we 
couldn't have afforded i t anyway. 
There was always a l o v e l y p a r c e l from Papa, Mama Doris and 
Auntie P e r k i n s . Besides n i c e t h i n g s to wear, i t might contain 
crayons or a game or book and wonderful candy, nuts and dates and 
fancy f i g s ; t h i n g s t h a t were l u x u r i e s f o r us. Parcels came from 
Aunt Emily and cousin Tommy too, things f o r school or to wear. 
For a long time a p a r c e l came every week or so from Aunt Emily and 
Tommy with Sunday e d i t i o n s of a S e a t t l e p a p e r - f u l l of i n t e r e s t i n g 
games and puzzles and s t o r i e s f o r me and l o t s of reading f o r the 
ad u l t s . R o l l e d up w i t h i n the papers would be f i n e e x e r c i s e books 
or p e n c i l s or a pen, so that I never lacked f o r school s u p p l i e s . 
Aunt A l i c e (my mother's s i s t e r ) i n Maine, had a larg e f a m i l y of 
her own, but she remembered my bi r t h d a y and Christmas with a 
pa r c e l and I r e c a l l one that had i n i t beside some p r e t t y 
handkerchiefs and a s c a r f a l a r g e s l a b of maple sugar candy. 
Our Christmas dinner was as much a n t i c i p a t e d as i t i s today 
when tempting s p e c i a l t i e s from a l l over the world are a v a i l a b l e to 
us. A l l the homes had a c e l l a r dug w e l l under the c e n t r a l part of 
the house f o r p r o t e c t i o n from the f r o s t . They were u s u a l l y 
reached by way of a t r a p door and a ladder but ours had s t a i r s and 
several b i g bins f o r storage that had probably bee used more i n 
the days when Grandpa was able t o do the gardening. 
They were dark, dank s m e l l i n g caverns. Cobwebs formed i n the 
corners and hung from the roof and i n spring by the dim l i g h t of a 
candle or a co a l o i l l a n t e r n the potato b i n was a f o r e s t of 
tangled anemic sprouts and the c a r r o t s had pale feathery tops but 
at Christmas they y i e l d e d up a fe a s t of l o v e l y mealy potatoes, 
sweet t u r n i p s , c r i s p c a r r o t s and a d i s h I p a r t i c u l a r l y l i k e d , 
b o i l e d onions i n a creamy sauce. Aunt Sadie grew c e l e r y and she 
stored bunches i n sand i n her c e l l a r . I t was a t r e a t to b i t e i n t o 
the freshness of the creamy c r i s p s t a l k s . That was the c l o s e s t we 
got to a sal a d . 
There was not always a turkey but a j u i c y roast of pork or some 
good f a t roosters served the purpose j u s t as w e l l . There was 
always savory dressing to go w i t h the meal and Grandma, according 
to t r a d i t i o n , brought the E n g l i s h plum pudding to the table, 
ablaze w i t h brandy, which she hoarded through the years. There 
was r i c h , s p i c y Christmas cake w i t h a t h i c k l a y e r of almond past 
and a good l a y e r of butter i c i n g over that and Aunt Annie's 
d e l i c i o u s hot mince t a r t s , w i t h a f l a k y golden c r u s t . She made 
the best mincemeat I have ever t a s t e d anywhere. I s t i l l make my 
own from her r e c i p e and memories of her are happy and heartwarming 
as I mix and t a s t e to get the sweet, sharp, s p i c y f l a v o r j u s t 
r i g h t . 
How f o r t u n a t e I am to have l i v e d through those years when food 
was r e a l and wholesome and good; q u i t e devoid of chemical 
p r e s e r v a t i v e s , f l a v o r enhancers or a r t i f i c i a l c o l o r . 
Bachelors and people who had no r e l a t i v e s near were always 
i n v i t e d to homes to share the Christmas f e a s t . I r e c a l l one year 
when f r i e n d s came from Meanook, about f i v e miles south of us. On 
a r r i v i n g they t o l d of passing and speaking w i t h a young man who 
they described as " t i d i l y dressed and mannerly". He had been 
walking along the road with no p a r t i c u l a r d e s t i n a t i o n i n mind. 
Grandma chided them f o r not b r i n g i n g him along to share our 
dinner and she alluded to the i n c i d e n t several times that day, 
wondering " i f that young man had had any Christmas dinner"? 
No one ever came to her door without the o f f e r of h o s p i t a l i t y . 
Such was the c a r i n g custom of those day and the s o c i a l conscience 
that made i t p o s s i b l e . How sad, that circumstances are now such 
that we m i s t r u s t strangers and f e e l i t unsafe to extend to them 
the h o s p i t a l i t y of our homes or even to o f f e r a l i f t on the road. 
Even worse then t h i s , we f e e l i t wise to barricade ourselves 
behind locked doors with no guarantee of s a f e t y despite these 
precautions. 
At the c l o s e of each Christmas Day, Grandpa always declared 
that i f everyone had had as good a day as we, they had much to be 
thankful f o r . 
AN AEROPLANE, AN AEROPLANE 
The d i a r y reminds me that on February 13,1929 there was a 
strange, d i s t a n t thrumming i n the grey opague sky. We watched and 
l i s t e n e d , and f i n a l l y a dark grey speck became v i s i b l e . Soon we 
could see i t was an aeroplane, the f i r s t one we had ever seen. I t 
went r i g h t over our house, g i v i n g us a good view of what would 
look to us now, a very f r a g i l e c r a f t . Grandma who was making t e a 
became so e x c i t e d she h u r r i e d out and waved the teapot i n the a i r . 
That evening on the radio newscast we learned that i t was a f l i g h t 
by one of the bush p i l o t s , t a k i n g a c r i t i c a l l y i l l woman to 
Edmonton. 
Planes became q u i t e a common sig h t i n the f o l l o w i n g years. 
Many landed on the Athabasca River w i t h s k i e s i n winter and 
pontoons when the r i v e r was f r e e of i c e . 
TOWN INTERLUDE 
A h i g h school education was only a v a i l a b l e i n town and was not 
e a s i l y a f f o r d e d . Most r u r a l boys who graduated from Grade 8 went 
on to work on the farms and f o r g i r l s who wished to f u r t h e r t h e i r 
education i t meant some means of t r a n s p o r t a t i o n or boarding fees 
w i t h f r i e n d s or r e l a t i v e s . 
Miss Florence Hopps was a very c o n s c i e n t i o u s teacher, and 
having s u c c e s s f u l l y t u t o r e d us through Grade 8 she was eager to 
help us go f a r t h e r , so she added the teaching of Grade 9 to her 
a l l ready f u l l c u r r i c u l u m and she gave us as much time as she 
could spare without a s a c r i f i c e to the other grades. Thus, we 
were able t o spend another year i n the l i t t l e school and d i d g u i t e 
w e l l i n our f i n a l exams, but of the three of us each one f a i l e d i n 
one or two subjects 
Aunt Annie, now decide i t was imperative f o r me to continue i n 
s c h o o l . What e l s e was there f o r me t o do, she reasoned? There 
had been a number of years when the Government had made loans 
a v a i l a b l e f o r young people w i t h a Grade 11 education to attend 
normal school and be t r a i n e d as teachers. 
Grandma, always conscious of how her lack of education had been 
such a hindrance, was ambitious f o r me t o have t h i s opportunity. 
She was l o o k i n g forward to the Old Age Pension f o r both h e r s e l f 
and Grandpa when they had been Canadian c i t i z e n s f o r twenty years 
and t h i s would happen about the time I was ready f o r Normal 
School. She had given up any hope of any s u b s t a n t i a l help from my 
Father. 
"Where t h e i r s a w i l l t h e i r s a way", was a maxim she had based 
her l i f e on, so she was d e l i g h t e d when Aunt Annie o f f e r e d t o take 
me i n t o her home f o r the next three years so that I might attend 
high s c h o o l . Both her s t r e n g t h and Grandpa's was f a i l i n g . They 
were not able to walk much outside and g e t t i n g i n or out of a 
v e h i c l e was g e t t i n g i n c r e a s i n g l y d i f f i c u l t . 
I had done household chores ever s i n c e I was o l d enough to dust 
Grandma's treasures on the corner what-not and help w i t h the bed 
making and except f o r the cooking, I was now doing most of the 
household work. I looked a f t e r the water and wood supply f o r the 
house too so I f e l t t h a t I was needed at home, but Grandma 
i n s i s t e d she would manage. She was, as always f u l f i l l i n g her 
promise to my mother, I knew I would miss Grandma and Grandpa, and 
perhaps I sensed that they would miss me even more because when 
F r i d a y came, my one though was to go home f o r the weekend and so 
f o r the next three years except f o r weekends and holidays I l i v e d 
i n the Immigration H a l l as a member of the Lawley household. Here 
I learned how a w e l l organized household functioned. Meals were 
on time, household chores done on schedule and everything kept i n 
i t ' s place. I t made f o r a w e l l ordered l i f e s t y l e . 
The Lawleys had one c h i l d , a g i r l . She had been born at the 
Soper home i n Rockland Massachusetts i n 1904. Aunt Annie had 
s u f f e r e d a d i f f i c u l t pregnancy and a very prolonged labor, and 
f i n a l l y on d e l i v e r y by forceps, the baby g i r l was cyanotic. The 
doctor c a l l e d f o r a basin of very warm water and one of c o l d and 
a f t e r j u g g l i n g the baby between the two extreme temperatures t o 
everyone's r e l i e f she f i n a l l y began to breathe. But the harm was 
done, she had s u f f e r e d some b r a i n damage and was very slow to 
develop. However, she went to school and learned to read very 
w e l l and found i t enjoyable a l l d uring her l i f e . She mastered 
w r i t i n g too, q u i t e l e g i b l y , though w i t h e f f o r t and she continued 
to Grade Six and then a conference w i t h her teachers convinced her 
parents that she had a t t a i n e d her f u l l c a p a b i l i t y s c h o l a s t i c a l l y . 
Tutored d i l i g e n t l y by her mother, she became very able at 
household chores and cooking and she learned to do e x c e l l e n t 
crochet work i n one simple p a t t e r n . She lacked co o r d i n a t i o n f o r 
other handiwork. 
Her parents worried a great deal about what would happen to her 
when they died, e s p e c i a l l y as there were on s o c i a l s e r v i c e s i n 
those days to support such causes. T h e i r concern proved to be 
q u i t e ungrounded f o r when the time came she was e s t a b l i s h e d i n a 
home of her own w i t h my uncle's insurance and what savings they 
had been able to accumulate she was able to function very w e l l on 
her own. She took care to shop t h r i f t i l y and pay her b i l l s on 
time and was always prompt wi t h her taxes. She t r a v e l e d a b i t and 
was q u i t e happy i n her own way. She maintained an a c t i v e i n t e r e s t 
i n the Ladies A i d S o c i e t y to the United Church and was a w e l l 
known f i g u r e i n town. 
How d i f f e r e n t might her l i f e have been had she been d e l i v e r e d 
by Caesarean s e c t i o n as would be done today. She was ten years 
o l d e r than I and as we worked at household chores and l i v e d 
together i n those three years we became very fond of each other 
and never had a f a l l i n g out of any k i n d . 
Aunt Annie and Uncle Frank were the k i n d l i n e s s , most generous 
persons to me. Uncle Frank became much as a father and we had 
many good t a l k s together as I helped him with chores around the 
house or found him alone a f t e r school, when Aunt Annie and Frances 
were v i s i t i n g or shopping. 
My poor Aunt, though, was a p e r f e c t i o n i s t and c a r r i e d t h i s 
t r a i t i n t o a l l the f a c e t s of her l i f e . Her house was always 
immaculate, her laundry done e x p e r t l y and her cooking e x c e l l e n t . 
One of her f r i e n d s used to c l a i m that she could run her f i n g e r 
over the top of a door or p i c t u r e frame at anytime i n Mrs. Lawleys 
house, and never f i n d a t r a c e of dust. Some immigrants coming 
from the H a l l i n Edmonton reported they had been bothered by bed 
bugs. They were on more than out the door when we a l l went i n t o a 
frenzy of bed bug hunting. The bedrooms they had used were gone 
over i n c h by inch, the mattresses taken outside, brushed and every 
seam inspected. Blankets were washed and c r e v i c e s i n the bed 
frame poked and peered a t . We didn't f i n d any l i v e bugs, but a 
d i s l o c a t e d i n s e c t of some k i n d was discovered. Aunt Annie was 
f a i r l y sure there were no l i v e ones, but she continued to inspect 
those rooms c l o s e l y f o r some time afterwards. 
She was a very f i n e w o r r i e r and found a l l manner of s i t u a t i o n s 
t o cause her concern. I know she worried about what would happen 
to me i n the event of Grandma's death and she worried about the 
c l o s e r e l a t i o n s h i p between George and I as we grew olde r . A 
marriage between f i r s t cousin could bade i l l f o r the o f f s p r i n g , 
she contended. Aunt Sadie regarded her concern as f o o l i s h and 
f e l t i t p e r f e c t l y natural s i n c e we were both only c h i l d r e n that 
we should be more l i k e brother and s i s t e r than cousins, and she 
assured Aunt Annie that when the time came we would each f i n d a 
new i n t e r e s t . I t was f o r t u n a t e that Uncle Frank was a calm 
natured man who took things i n s t r i d e t h o u g h t f u l l y and with 
composure. Only such a person could have survived being married 
to Aunt Annie. 
Every s p r i n g there was the p o t e n t i a l f o r the Athabasca River to 
f l o o d during the i c e breakup. Since the H a l l was s i t u a t e d j u s t 
above the r i v e r bank t h i s was a great source of worry. Old timers 
t o l d of a year when f l o o d water reached the second sto r y windows 
of the Grand Union Hotel. 
In A p r i l of 1925 the d i a r y t e l l s me that the i c e jammed on the 
bend j u s t below the H a l l and i n the morning the water was r i g h t up 
to the yard and Lawleys were making ready to evacuate. L u c k i l y 
the jam broke and by n i g h t f a l l the danger was over. One other 
year, I remember, they were very alarmed and moved a l l t h e i r 
f u r n i t u r e and belongings, except the stove i n t o the u p s t a i r s . 
This annual event was feared and dreaded but d i s a s t r o u s f l o o d i n g 
never occurred i n my r e c o l l e c t i o n . 
During my stay with them Aunt Annie s u f f e r e d many ailments, mostly 
r e l a t e d to her d i g e s t i v e system. Being a p e r f e c t i o n i s t i s a hard 
cross t o bear, both f o r the bearer and those who are i n close 
p r o x i m i t y . 
I suppose on one enjoys one hundred per cent w e l l being every 
day but when her body was not f u n c t i o n i n g p r o p e r l y Aunt Annie 
found h e r s e l f compelled to r e c t i f y the problem. 
At t h a t time great s t r e s s was put on the importance of a d a i l y 
bowel movement. Companies a d v e r t i s i n g l a x a t i v e s were forever 
employing the a u t o - i n t o x i c a t i o n to propose t h a t a l l manner of 
misery r e s u l t e d from the accumulation of poisons i n the system, 
due to f a u l t y bowel f u n c t i o n i n g . Aunt Annie was a prime candidate 
fo r t h i s quackery. She embarked on a program of c a t h a r t i c a l l y and 
soon found she needed more frequent and stronger to get r e s u l t s . 
Next came enemas and her inner turmoil was such that she began to 
s u f f e r from i n d i g e s t i o n and insomnia. She adopted a very bland 
d i e t , d e s p i t e the f a c t that she enjoyed good food and had a 
u s u a l l y good app e t i t e . Each night before bedtime she drank a warm 
cup of H o r l i c k s Malted M i l k i n the hope i t would make her f a l l 
asleep, but she spent most ni g h t s t o s s i n g and t u r n i n g or prowling 
around the k i t c h e n d r i n k i n g more H o r l i c k s . Dr. Meyer was 
consulted and he gave her a p i l l to help her sleep, but she f e l t 
so wretched on awakening she gave them up. 
Then she f e l l f o r a grape j u i c e d i e t being propounded by a man 
i n Edmonton (a quack of course) who claimed i t would cleanse the 
system, p u r i f y the blood and cure most everything. She went to 
Edmonton, stayed i n a h o t e l f o r two weeks and was miserable and 
lonesome but she took the grape j u i c e cure, l o s t a l o t of weight 
and came home looking very pale and enervated, but on doubt her 
system was cleansed. The man must have had doubts about the 
permanence of h i s c l e a n s i n g system for as a follow-up he s o l d her 
a commode co n t r a p t i o n that d e l i v e r e d a f o r c e f u l enema that would 
reach high i n the colon, thus i n f l i c t i n g yet more punishment on 
her poor i n s i d e s . She was dismayed that nothing seemed to work. 
Someone suggested a change of water might be h e l p f u l , and f o r 
several weeks Aunt Sadie brought d r i n k i n g water from our w e l l . 
There was no improvement. Walking was advised and she t r i e d f o r 
awhile, but she was not by nature an outdoor person and soon gave 
that up. Had she p e r s i s t e d over a period of months a b r i s k walk 
i n the f r e s h a i r would almost c e r t a i n l y have had a calming e f f e c t 
on her nerves, r e s u l t i n g i n an improvement to her insomnia. 
Her d i g e s t i o n became very troublesome, and Dr. Meyer summoned 
to see her during an attack s a i d a g a l l bladder operation might 
prove h e l p f u l . I'm sure he knew he was d e a l i n g with hypochondria, 
bordering on obsession. He was having some surgery done f o r 
another p a t i e n t by a Doctor from Edmonton, so he arranged f o r her 
to go i n t o h o s p i t a l where the surgeon removed both her g a l l 
bladder and her appendix. She was very i l l and weak afterwards 
and stayed i n h o s p i t a l f o r q u i t e a long time. The only b r i g h t 
side to the s i t u a t i o n was that someone e l s e worried about her 
problems w h i l e she was there. 
She became qu i t e depressed at times and her ge n e r a l l y c h e e r f u l , 
a c t i v e outlook became overshadowed by gloom and s e l f p i t y . Uncle 
Frank and Frances had much to bear but they never f a i l e d i n t h e i r 
kindness and devotion to her. 
During my second year i n town when I was home f o r the Christmas 
h o l i d a y . Uncle Harry came home from town one day, b r i n g i n g Aunt 
Annie with him. Grandma had been f e e l i n g very poorly h e r s e l f f o r 
s e v e r a l days and she was d e l i g h t e d to see Annie coming i n t o the 
yard. She opened the door i n welcome to be met by a woebegone 
face and on word of g r e e t i n g , but a weak quavery voice saying 
"I've come home to d i e " . "Good", s a i d Grandma who knew her 
daughter w e l l , "We'll d i e together, but f i r s t w e ' l l have a cup of 
te a . Put the k e t t l e on Father". 
Soon we were a l l s i t t i n g around the t a b l e t a l k i n g and having 
te a and Aunt Annie brightened up considerably. She put her 
t r o u b l e s aside and was much concerned f o r her mother's h e a l t h . 
She stayed f o r a s e v e r a l days and went home much improved i n 
s p i r i t . She was then about f i f t y three years o l d and l i v e d to be 
e i g h t y f i v e . 
I think soon a f t e r t h i s , she began to r e a l i z e that w i t h a l l she 
had been through there was no magic cure and she would have t o 
l i v e with her problems as best she could. Perhaps, too, she began 
to count her b l e s s i n g s , a comfortable home and a devoted husband 
and daughter and her u n t i r i n g i n t e r e s t i n me and my f u t u r e . She 
was so kind to me and I know i n her heart she looked on me as 
another daughter. I loved her d e a r l y too, and r e c a l l i n g t h a t 
episode i n my l i f e a f t e r a l l these years, brings a rush of happy 
memories. 
I enjoyed school i n town very much. Our school was q u i t e 
handsome b r i c k b u i l d i n g and i t housed the e n t i r e school population 
of the town from Grade One to Grade Eleven. The High School room 
was u p s t a i r s i n the north west corner of the b u i l d i n g . A l l three 
grades nine to eleven were taught i n that room and some twenty to 
t h i r t y odd p u p i l s attended each year I was there. 
Our teacher's name was Mr. H.G. Shaw and he was the biggest man 
I had ever seen being s i x feet four and weighting about two 
hundred and f o r t y pounds. He came from Kamloops, B r i t i s h Columbia 
and t o l d us because he was the smallest of h i s brothers he had 
been nicknamed Tiny. We could c a l l him Tiny on the playground he 
s a i d , but he made i t q u i t e c l e a r he was to be addressed as Mr. 
Shaw i n school. 
The high school c u r r i c u l u m covering three grades was the 
standard required t o enter Normal School or go i n t o nurses 
t r a i n i n g . I t c o n s i s t e d of a number of subjects, some of which 
were a l t e r n a t i v e s , but twenty one u n i t s as they were c a l l e d had to 
be covered. Mr. Shaw taught twenty of them and Mrs. Heacock a 
teacher from an elementary c l a s s exchanged a Friday afternoon 
p e r i o d with him to teach A r t . A r t was a required subject and I 
hated i t . I had no t a l e n t whatever and found i t u t t e r l y b oring, 
so much so that I sometimes skipped c l a s s and spent the time 
scouting around town f o r a neighbor who might give me a l i f t 
home. Consequently I barely scraped through on my a r t f i n a l 
exams. Questions on famous p i c t u r e s and the a r t i s t s who had 
painted them was a l l that saved me, and that only because I knew 
how to use a l o t of words. 
Mr. Shaw was a TEACHER! He threatened, ca j o l e d and commanded 
us t o lea r n and was s u c c e s s f u l i n most cases. He gave us reams of 
homework which was understandable c o n s i d e r i n g h i s work load, and 
he expected i t to be done. 
"There i s no r o y a l road to l e a r n i n g " , he would thunder as he 
s t a l k e d down the a i s l e s . He b e l i e v e d i n exams, a mini exam on any 
subject at any times; exams i n a l l u n i t s every month and before 
Christmas and Easter our standings were published i n the Athabasca 
Echo, the town newspaper, so everyone knew whether or not you were 
a "dimbo". Today i t would be considered a devastating 
p s y c h o l o g i c a l blow to those unfortunate enough to be at the bottom 
of the l i s t , but Mr. Shaw bel i e v e d , and r i g h t l y , that l i f e i s 
competitive and the sooner we learned t h i s , the b e t t e r . We a l l 
s u r v i v e d , whatever i l l e f f e c t s our egos might have s u f f e r e d and 
many were spurred on t o do b e t t e r i n the future. 
A l l e x e r c i s e s and answers to questions had to be w r i t t e n . The 
qu e s t i o n a l r e sheets w i t h m u l t i p l e choice of answer had not been 
invented nor had the t r u e or f a l s e adaptation with t h e i r 
percentage of accuracy i f you are a good guesser. E i t h e r you knew 
or you di d n ' t . We had not progressed to the convenience of any 
type of copy machine e i t h e r and on exam days Mr. Shaw a r r i v e d 
e a r l y at the c l a s s room to cover the blackboards w i t h w r i t t e n 
commands and questions to be answered. No one was admitted t o the 
classroom u n t i l the nine o'clock b e l l . 
He soon r e a l i z e d that I had a f e e l i n g f o r words and some small 
t a l e n t at p u t t i n g them on paper and he encouraged me g r e a t l y . I 
was dismal at math but under h i s t u t e l a g e I came to enjoy and 
admire the p r e c i s i o n and accuracy of Geometry and Algebra and d i d 
q u i t e w e l l i n the f i n a l exams. 
At the end of my second year, Mr. Shaw was asking f o r a r a i s e 
i n h i s s a l a r y from $1500 to $1800. There was hesitancy on the 
part of the school board members who f e l t they would have 
i n s u f f i c i e n t funds from taxes to approve such a r a i s e . Mr. Shaw 
was adamant and s a i d i f the e x t r a money was not forthcoming he 
would have to f i n d a p o s i t i o n elsewhere, I was proud t o d r a f t a 
p e t i t i o n to the school board, signed by the student body, 
expressing our a p p r e c i a t i o n of h i s a b i l i t y and a wish f o r him to 
continue teaching us. 
September found him behind the f a m i l i a r desk, gazing w i t h 
dismay at a much enlarged c l a s s , and r e a l i z i n g that although h i s 
s a l a r y r a i s e had been granted h i s work load had increased 
s i g n i f i c a n t l y . His glum "Good Morning" was followed by the query: 
"Am I supposed to teach an army?" 
Much to our c u r i o s i t y and d e l i g h t , ( e s p e c i a l l y the g i r l s ) he 
had been c o u r t i n g Miss. A l t a Douglas, an elementary teacher. We 
watched w i t h i n t e r e s t as they walked to and from school together 
and o c c a s i o n a l l y I saw them walking down the east end of town, 
when I was s i t t i n g i n my f a v o r i t e lookout on the u p s t a i r s 
landing. They were married, but t h e i r l i f e together was b r i e f . 
She became i l l and died, and e v e n t u a l l y he gave up teaching and 
became a s a l e s r e p r e s e n t a t i v e f o r the then Massey Ha r r i s Machinery 
Company. I can only say that h i s d e c i s i o n t o give up teaching 
deprived the p r o f e s s i o n of a n a t u r a l born competent member. 
Though I enjoyed school and was very happy i n the Lawley 
household, I looked forward eagerly to going home for the 
weekends. Fri d a y afternoon d i s m i s s a l time found me scouting 
around town to see i f there were any of the neighbor's teams t i e d 
up at the usual places, so that I might get a l i f t part way or a l l 
the way home. Sometimes one of the f a m i l y would be i n , but 
f a l l i n g a l l e l s e I would stop at a s t o r e to buy a chocolate bar 
and s t a r t up the long south h i l l towards home. I t was a s i x m i l e 
hike, but I was used to walking as were a l l r u r a l c h i l d r e n . 
Sometimes i n winter, when the weather was extremely c o l d or 
stormy I stayed i n town and then, at the end of two weeks I was 
r e a l l y l onging f o r home and Grandma and Grandpa. They were always 
so happy t o see me and eager to hear news of the Lawley household 
and a l l the happening at school. 
What a b l e s s i n g telephone communication would have been i n 
those long gone days and how noncommittal we take i t s value and 
convenience today. 
I always took my homework and t r i e d to get some done, but I 
l i k e d to do many chores around the house to help Grandma, and even 
though she enjoyed the r a d i o g r e a t l y , she f e l t i t a great t r e a t t o 
shut i t o f f and l i s t e n to me read some s t o r i e s or chapters from a 
book. I was w r i t i n g a l o t of essays i n school and some s t o r i e s of 
my own f u l l of w i l d and wonderful imagining. She always wanted to 
hear one of these t a l e s and her never f a i l i n g enthusiasm spurred 
me on to greater i f not b e t t e r e f f o r t s . 
Often on Monday morning, except i n c o l d weather, I rode Barney 
to school, l e f t the saddle at the H a l l and l e d him toward the 
south h i l l on my way to school, where I released him with a s l a p 
on the rump. He would take o f f for home, stopping o c c a s i o n a l l y i n 
s p r i n g to crop a tender patch of grass. Mid-morning would f i n d 
him at the barn door. He had jumped the gate leading i n t o the 
barnyard. Someone would be i n during the week to c o l l e c t the 
saddle and b r i d l e f o r me t o use on the f o l l o w i n g Monday 
I remember walking home on one l o v e l y golden autumn afternoon. 
To s t a r t the new school year Aunt Marion and Uncle Charley had 
given me a f i n e new Waterman's f o u n t a i n pen w i t h a 14 KY gold n i b 
and my name engraved on the b a r r e l . I t was q u i t e the f i n e s t pen 
i n school and I was so proud of i t . I couldn't get enough of 
admiring i t and took i t out of my school bag o c c a s i o n a l l y j u s t to 
look at i t and enjoy the f e e l of i t i n my f i n g e r s while I dreamed 
of wonderful t h i n g I would w r i t e w i t h i t . A l a s , on one of my w i l d 
c r e a t i v e f l i g h t s I must have a c c i d e n t a l l y dropped the pen when I 
was r e p l a c i n g i t i n my bag. My whole weekend was ruined! When 
nearing home, I had taken a short cut through the muskeg and I 
spent most of Saturday searching every moss hummock and t r y i n g t o 
r e t r a c e my steps, but with no success. The l o s s was hard to bear, 
but I f e l t saddest because i t had been a l o v e l y g i f t and I had 
been c a r e l e s s . 
The only t h i n g I d i s l i k e d about l i v i n g i n town was the water 
supply. Just i n s i d e the door of the lobby at the H a l l there was a 
b i g squat round covered g a l v a n i z e d tank and once each week the 
water wagon came to f i l l i t . T h i s amazing co n t r a p t i o n was a b i g 
wooden tank, horse drawn and the water was drawn o f f at the back 
i n two buckets and c a r r i e d s p l a s h i n g and slopping along the walk 
i n t o the lobby and poured i n t o the tank. In f r e e z i n g weather the 
man's legs would be encased i n i c e . 
I t was r i v e r water, which was pumped up to a r e s e r v o i r on the 
top of the south h i l l where some k i n d of f i l t e r i n g and s e t t l i n g 
process occurred before i t was returned to the hydrants around 
town. I t always had a murky g r e e n i s h gray hue, j u s t l i k e the 
r i v e r . During s p r i n g runoff there was a l a y e r of mud i n the 
bottom of the tank and towards the end of the week one had to d i p 
c a r e f u l l y so as not to r i l e the water. At no time was i t pleasant 
to drink and i n warm weather i t was d r e a d f u l . We drank a l o t of 
t e a ! 
Hardest f o r me, used to an u n l i m i t e d supply of water was the 
r a t i o n i n g necessary to make i t l a s t out the week. This meager 
water supply was paid f o r Uncle Frank p e r s o n a l l y and was not 
included under rent, l i g h t s and f u e l which was financed by the 
Federal Government. As soon as I got home on F r i d a y afternoon I 
made s t r a i g h t f o r the we l l and a long drink of c l e a r , cold, sweet 
t a s t i n g water. How s a t i s f y i n g are simple pleasures when we have 
been deprived of them for a time. 
Though I spent a l o t of time doing homework there were some 
e n t e r t a i n i n g things to do. There was an occasional house party 
and a hockey game played on an outdoor r i n k . B e r y l W i l l e y , a 
f r i e n d from the l i t t l e school and I sometimes met at the c u r l i n g 
r i n k and watched the games. Movies were now being brought from 
Edmonton and shown i n Parker's H a l l , u p s t a i r s over Parker's 
Grocery. They were i n black and white, but had sound and the 
admission p r i c e was reasonable, so that they were a rare t r e a t t o 
be enjoyed. Two t i t l e s that remain outstanding i n memory are: 
A l l Quite On The Western Front and Rose Marie. 
F r i d a y n i g h t s , except i n very busy times were looked forward to 
e a g e r l y by a l l . There was u s u a l l y a dance t o attend e i t h e r i n our 
l i t t l e schoolhouse or at the Meanook Community H a l l or some other 
d i s t r i c t w i t h i n d r i v i n g d i s t a n c e . Our l o c a l dances were always 
fun. For music we had a piano and a v i o l i n which made ple n t y of 
volume i n that small space. They were community a f f a i r s w i t h a l l 
ages p a r t i c i p a t i n g ; a welcome break i n the monotony of a long c o l d 
w i n t e r . Neighbors gathered i n groups t o t a l k and woman v i s i t e d 
w i t h each other when they were not being t w i r l e d around i n a 
square dance or enjoying a dreamy wa l t z . Refreshment were always 
d e l i c i o u s , t a s t y sandwiches and l o t s of l o v e l y iced cakes from 
cooks who took pride i n there e f f o r t s and sometimes there might be 
somebody's s p e c i a l t y , l i k e a batch of mouth watering doughnuts. 
Uncle George was the s e l f appointed c o f f e e maker. He brought 
hot water from home i n a b i g cream can wrapped i n blankets and 
made h i s e x c e l l e n t brew outside i n a wash b o i l e r over an open 
f i r e . When i t was very c o l d he would put on e x t r a layers of 
c l o t h i n g . Sometimes there were d i f f i c u l t i e s when r a i n , s l e e t or 
snow drove against h i s f i r e and once I remember he c a l l e d f o r help 
as a s t r o n g wind sprung up suddenly fanning the f i r e and blowing 
chunks of glowing charred wood and sparks s t r a i g h t at the 
schoolhouse. About midnight the coffee would be ready and he 
would r e c r u i t a neighbor t o help him b r i n g i t i n t o the 
schoolhouse, where i t gave o f f the heavenly aromatic steam t h a t 
can o n l y come from f r e s h l y brewed co f f e e . His only reward was i n 
seeing how people enjoyed i t . 
Liquor was not a problem. We got high on just n a t u r a l , 
exuberant youthful s p i r i t s and had no need of induced s t i m u l a n t s . 
I am not i n f e r r i n g t h a t there were not people i n the community who 
drank, but they e i t h e r stayed away or came sober. Anyone i n 
possession of l i q u o r or behaving i n any way under the i n f l u e n c e 
was made very unwelcome or asked to leave and there was seldom any 
rowdiness or i r r e s p o n s i b l e behavior. 
In winter, f o r dances out of the community, we often formed a 
group of young couples and t r a v e l e d , s i t t i n g i n the bottom of a 
g r a i n box w e l l padded w i t h straw and blankets covering our l e g s . 
Quite often George Soper or Chip Underwood or Frank Wagstaff would 
be the teamster and Mrs. Jean H a l l i w e l l n e a r l y always went along 
as our chaperone. She had a s p e c i a l g i f t with young people and 
entered i n t o our fun as one of us. We would sing songs a l l the 
way t o the dance. The j i n g l i n g s l e i g h b e l l s and our y o u t h f u l 
v o i c e s r a i s e d i n d e l i c i o u s a n t i c i p a t i o n of the fun we would have 
made a j o y f u l sound i n the f r o s t y a i r . Coming home we were more 
subdued and i f we sang at a l l i t was l i k e l y to be something slow 
and dreamy l i k e : Let Me C a l l You Sweetheart. We cuddled c l o s e 
under the blankets to keep warm and h e l d hands and sometimes went 
to sleep on our partner's shoulder. A r r i v i n g home, I would 
q u i c k l y undress and s l i p under the covers and r e l i v e the fun and 
excitement I enjoyed. At the bottom of my bed there was always a 
n i c e toasty warm bundle to put my f e e t on. I t was a f l a t i r o n , 
heated and wrapped i n l a y e r s of newspaper and an old towel pinned 
s e c u r e l y around the o u t s i d e to keep i t warm, l o v i n g l y put there by 
Grandma before she went to bed. Just another manifestation of her 
c a r i n g , I was not long i n d r i f t i n g o f f t o sleep. 
During my t h i r d year i n town a l l of us at the Lawley home were 
l i s t e n i n g with keen i n t e r e s t to the broadcasts of the b a s k e t b a l l 
games played by the famed Edmonton Grads. What a great group of 
winners those g i r l s were! We were so proud of them! 
When a game was to be a i r e d I would get my homework done as 
soon as I got home. Aunt Annie would put aside her e v e r l a s t i n g 
needlework, Uncle Frank would l a y aside h i s newspaper and Frances 
would cease her c r o c h e t i n g and we would a l l pay rapt a t t e n t i o n to 
the p l a y by play. Aunt Annie would g i v e a loud cheer when the 
Grad's scored a basket. 
They were a l l graduates of Commercial High School i n Edmonton, 
hence the name "Grads". Coach and Manager, J. Percy Page, who 
was the p r i n c i p a l of the school organized the f i r s t Grad team i n 
the s p r i n g of 1915. He coached them throughout t h e i r e n t i r e 
career of changing personnel and i t was s a i d he missed only one 
p r a c t i c e session or r e g u l a r game i n over 2,300 performances. 
They became famous a l l over Canada and the Western Untied 
States and June 26, 1932 they s a i l e d from Montreal on the Duchess 
of A t h a l l and a r r i v e d i n Glasgow on J u l y 2. From there they 
toured Europe and played games i n Londan, Nice, Rome, Milan, 
Strasbourg, Douai and P a r i s and i n a l l t h e i r games they covered 
themselves w i t h g l o r y and returned home to Edmonton on August 31, 
as Feminine World Champions. 
An i n t e r e s t i n g footnote t o t h e i r i t i n e r a r y advises that mail t o 
the g i r l s should be sent to London f o r the forwarding, the p o s t a l 
r a t e being three cents. Unbelievable1 
We were e s p e c i a l l y t h r i l l e d and a b i t e apprehensive when a 
g r e a t l y touted team came from Texas to play the Grads. I t wasn't 
that we have f a i t h i n our g a l l a n t g i r l s , but they were t i n y , most 
of them only a few inches over f i v e f e e t , the t a l l e s t being 5 f e e t 
10 inches, and those Texans were strapping b i g g i r l s , hand picked 
f o r t a l l n e s s . We needn't have worried; our l i t t l e Grads swarmed 
a l l over them and won r i g h t h a n d i l y . 
How e x c i t e d and happy we were as they scored each winning 
p o i n t . Aunt Annie was beside h e r s e l f with joy: "Boy oh boy", she 
c r i e d . Those Texans w i l l have t o go home without a darn t h i n g to 
brag about". The r e s t of us were g r i n n i n g l i k e Cheshire c a t s . 
The Grad's stren g t h was i n a system of s i g n a l s and coordinated 
passing and t h e i r t o t a l d e d i c a t i o n to teamwork, plus an e x c e l l e n t 
coach. 
Though I was r a i s e d i n a home where the wonders and v i r t u e s of 
the United States were forever being t o l l e d I was i n t e n s e l y proud 
of being a Canadian and have remained so a l l my l i f e . Grandma 
could not be blamed f o r her views i t was the only country i n which 
she had known s e c u r i t y and p r o s p e r i t y . She always c a l l e d i t 
"God's country". 
Aunt Marion, too was always longing f o r the day when she could 
r e t u r n to "the good o l d U.S.A.". When I f i n a l l y get there", she 
would say, "I w i l l get down on my hands and knees and k i s s the 
s o i l " . 
I f I attempted to champion my country, I was t o l d : "You don't 
know any d i f f e r e n t " , which of course was true. 
Well fame i s a f l e e t i n g t h i n g and of course many people today 
have never heard of the famous Edmonton Grads but they were 
pioneer women i n the f i e l d of s p o r t s excellence and they gave me 
one more reason to be a proud Canadian. 
I f i s one v i r t u e or f a u l t (whichever way you look at i t ) that 
we Canadains have, i t i s that we do not make a b i g "to do" over 
our heroes or p u b l i c f i g u r e s . We are g r a d u a l l y becoming more are 
that we have people both past and present who have made 
s i g n i f i c a n t c o n t r i b u t i o n s to mankind that should be recognized 
w i t h p r i d e and acclaim. 
Our wonderful, courageous Terry Fox "shook up" t h i s country as 
on one e l s e ever has. As an i n f i n i t e s i m a l p a r t of t h i s great 
n a t i o n , I cannot think of Terry without a heart s w e l l i n g sense of 
p r i d e mingled with sadness t h a t such a f i n e l i f e should have been 
terminated so soon. Witnessing the s u f f e r i n g of young cancer 
p a t i e n t s i n the h o s p i t a l w h i l e undergoing treatment f o l l o w i n g the 
amputation of h i s l e g , Terry was moved to say: "Somewhere the 
h u r t i n g must stop". 
With o n l y one u n s e l f i s h goal i n mind, th a t of helping h i s 
f e l l o w s u f f e r e r s , Terry became a hero of the highest c a l i b r e , 
unequalled anywhere, and the r e s u l t s of h i s courage must have 
repercussions throughout the world or I s h a l l f e e l that there i s 
no j u s t i c e . 
THE LEARNING PROCESS AT HOME 
I was a f a i r student at school and enjoyed my studies but i t 
was at home that I learned the r u l e s of conduct and the and the 
p r i n c i p l e s of l i f e by which Grandma and Grandpa l i v e d , and which 
have served me w e l l a l l my l i f e . 
Very e a r l y , I remember being coached i n personal c l e a n l i n e s s . 
" I t s no d i s g r a c e to be poor", s a i d Grandma "but t h e i r i s no excuse 
to be d i r t y " . 
Saturday was the night f o r the bath r i t u a l . She would wash my 
h a i r and help me bath i n a round washtub by the warm kitchen 
stove. There was always a clean towel, c l e a n nightwear and c l e a n 
sweet s m e l l i n g sheets i n my bed. There were sponge baths dur i n g 
the week w i t h s p e c i a l a t t e n t i o n to my feet because i n summer I 
went barefoot at every opportunity, but Saturday night bedtime was 
a l o v e l y f e e l i n g I can s t i l l r e c a l l . 
Clean underwear was always a must; one to wear, one to wash and 
a spare was Grandma's r u l e ; on dressing up over s o i l e d under 
garments. 
Any chores I d i d were required to be done thoroughly and w h i l e 
I was l e a r n i n g they had to pass Grandma's i n s p e c t i o n or be redone. 
She taught me sewing by hand. I learned to hem and make a neat 
jog of f e l l i n g , which was to sew a seam by f o l d i n g one raw edge 
under the other and sewing f l a t on the wrong s i d e . I learned t o 
make a passable button hole and sew on buttons and darn socks. I 
had a hard time with sewing s k i l l s because my l e f t hand was always 
popping up as much as to say "Let me do the job, I can do i t so 
much e a s i e r than that other hand". 
Sewing j u s t wasn't done w i t h the l e f t hand i n Grandma's day, 
but of course through my e n t i r e adult l i f e I have used the needle 
wi t h my l e f t hand and before the coming of s y n t h e t i c s , I must have 
darned a thousand holes i n socks. 
Looking ahead she would say: I f you ever l e t your husband and 
c h i l d r e n go d i r t y and ragged, I ' l l come back and haunt you". 
She p r a c t i s e d the h a b i t of t h r i f t through necessity, d u r i n g a l l 
her l i f e and was want to say: A woman can throw more out the back 
door, than a man can b r i n g i n the f r o n t . 
I have observed t h i s b i t of wisdom happening i n many in s t a n c e s . 
She t a l k e d to me f o r the time i n the future when I would be 
married. "Be l o y a l t o your mate", she s a i d , and don't wash your 
d i r t y l i n e n i n p u b l i c " . 
She explained t h i s meant not running t o a neighbor, a r e l a t i v e 
or a f r i e n d a f t e r a domestic gua r r e l and v e r b a l l y c h a s t i s e your 
spouse. 
I have oft e n been shocked through the years i n the presence of 
women who go i n t o the minutest d e t a i l s of t h e i r m a r i t a l 
disagreements and even t h e i r personal l i f e with t h e i r husbands. 
I t happens when two or three women are together and I suspect 
c o f f e e p a r t i e s are o f t e n r i f e w i t h the "washing of d i r t y l i n e n " . 
Another of her observations (outdated now that so many women 
are i n the work force) d e a l t w i t h women whose husbands went o f f t o 
do a day's work i n the f i e l d or f a c t o r y . 
"Any woman", she s a i d , unless she i s s i c k , who cannot or w i l l 
not get up i n the morning and make her husband's breakfast, i s not 
worth her s a l t " . 
In her own marriage, she made the d e c i s i o n s , Grandpa was 
somewhat of a dreamer and most d e f i n i t e l y a leaner so he was 
u s u a l l y more than w i l l i n g to concede to her judgement. In s p i t e 
of h i s nonaggression p o l i c y though, they had many clashes. She 
u s u a l l y emerged the v i c t o r and yet she had the greatest respect 
f o r him as head of the household. I remember once Uncle Charley 
came when Grandpa was out walking. He s a i d to Grandma "Where's 
the o l d man?" 
She was i n s t a n t l y f u r i o u s and flew t o the attack: "Who are you 
c a l l i n g the o l d man? Do you mean your Father? I f you all o w your 
son t o c a l l you the " o l d man" that i s your business, but you w i l l 
not c a l l your Father "the o l d man" i n t h i s house, as long as "I 
draw breath". 
While I was growing up I was always cautioned to be mannerly 
and to be r e s p e c t f u l to my e l d e r s . I would not have dared t o 
address any of my aunts or uncles without using the p r e f i x , and 
a l l married people were Mr. and Mrs. I f i n d i t very confusing 
these days to be i n mixed company and t o be introduced by f i r s t 
names, even though a surname i s added. 
Grandma had faced many c r i s e s and she was quite f e a r l e s s . In 
her b e l i e f as a s p i r i t u a l i s t she was sure everyone had a guardian 
angle. She t a l k e d t o me a l o t about my Mother and assured me that 
Mother was watching over me. I found t h i s very reassuring as I 
wandered f a r and wide over the f i e l d s and through the brushy 
t r a i l s and i n t o the muskegs. I rode Barney many miles i n happy 
s o l i t u d e . We were so safe i n those days. There were no humans 
l u r k i n g around to molest us, one seldom encountered a stranger and 
any w i l d animals was q u i t e harmless as long as you didn't provoke 
i t . The odd s i g h t i n g of bear had been reported, but I never saw 
one i n A l b e r t a . I t was easy to have a good sense of d i r e c t i o n 
because most roads d i d not digress much from a north south or east 
west d i r e c t l i n e separating f i e l d s or s e c t i o n s . 
When I was very young. Grandma t o l d me th i n g were j u s t the 
same i n the darkness as they were i n the da y l i g h t and I was never 
a f r a i d of the dark nor of thunderstorms. 
I was ofte n caught i n a summer storm, when br i n g i n g the cows 
home or re t u r n i n g from a t r i p to town f o r the mail and though the 
l i g h t n i n g and thunder could be awesome i t was also spectacular and 
f a s c i n a t i n g to watch. 
There were days when she and I had a f a l l i n g out; days when we 
always seemed to be at cross purposes. I was argumentive and 
l i k e d to prove my point and sometimes I i r r i t a t e d her so much she 
would c r y : "Hold your tongue Miss, and don't give me anymore sass 
or I ' l l box your ears." 
Sometimes she d i d too, a d r e a d f u l l y dangerous p r a c t i c e , but 
perhaps her blows were softened by l o v e , f o r I never s u f f e r e d any 
i l l e f f e c t s . There were times too, when she scolded me harshly 
over some job poorly done and I would be i n tears before I could 
do i t to her s a t i s f a c t i o n . 
Grandpa might intervene, i f he thought I'd had enough. 
"For God's sake Ry," he would shout, "leave the K i d d i e alone. 
I ' l l do the damn job meself". 
I t always annoyed her to be c a l l e d Ry, short f o r her proper 
name, Maria, which she always d i s l i k e d and so she would t u r n her 
wrath on him instead of me. But at bedtime there was always a 
r e c o n c i l i a t i o n , a l o v i n g hug and k i s s and i f she f e l t she had been 
too harsh the tears would come to her eyes and to mine too and we 
would hug each other t i g h t l y and c r y together. She was nea r l y 
seventy years o l d when she took on the r e s p o n s i b i l i t y of r a i s i n g 
me and I'm sure I must often have been a t r i a l to her. 
Grandma made her own bread, r i g h t up u n t i l the week before she 
died. I t was a twenty-four hour procedure. She s t a r t e d i n the 
afternoon w i t h the potato water saved from the noon meal. She 
then added a Royal Yeast Cake which had been d i s s o l v e d i n water 
and beat i n a l i t t l e f l o u r . That was the sponge stage. She mixed 
i t i n the evening, using a bread mixer she had brought from the 
east and which e l i m i n a t e d hand kneading almost e n t i r e l y . Grandpa 
always turned the crank f o r her and t o l d her when to add more 
"jism" ( f l o u r ) . When the dough was mixed to the proper 
consistency, i t was put i n a la r g e bowl, covered w i t h a clean 
c l o t h and wrapped i n a blanket and l e f t to r i s e overnight. In 
very c o l d weather she put i t i n a c h a i r by the heater, using 
Grandpa's sheepskin l i n e d coat as an e x t r a o u t s i d e covering and 
once when the yeast was e x t r a l i v e l y , the dough rose r i g h t out of 
i t ' s c o v ering and oozed a l l over the l i n i n g of Grandpa's coat. 
What a job i t was to scrape the d r i e d crumbly mess o f f that w o o lly 
m a t e r i a l . 
In the morning. Grandma punched the dough down and put i t i n a 
warm place t o r i s e again, a f t e r which i t was put i n t o pans f o r a 
f i n a l r i s i n g and was u s u a l l y out of the oven j u s t i n time f o r me 
to have a l o v e l y c r a c k l y c r u s t when I came from school. A c h i l d 
who has not come i n t o a home to be greeted by the wholesome 
fragrance of f r e s h l y baked bread, has missed a rare t r e a t . 
One day Grandma was teaching me to form the dough in t o loaves 
fo r the f i n a l r i s i n g and when I had f i n i s h e d there was a l i t t l e 
p i l e of f l o u r on the t a b l e . I scraped i t together, s l i d i t i n t o 
my hand and was about to drop i t i n t o the s l o p p a i l when Grandma 
spoke: "Don't waste that f l o u r . Put i t back i n the f l o u r b i n " . 
"But i t ' s such a l i t t l e b i t , " I r e p l i e d " . 
"Never mind, you can't make a p a r t i c l e of i t " . 
"No, I can't, "I argued, "but Uncle Harry can". 
"Your Uncle can't make a p a r t i c l e of f l o u r e i t h e r " . 
"But", I p e r s i s t e d , "he p l a n t s wheat and i t ' s made in t o f l o u r " . 
"True," she r e p l i e d , "but God gave the ea r t h t o put the seed i n 
and he sends the sunshine and the r a i n . How do you think your 
Uncle would manage to grow wheat without those t h i n g s ? " 
This l e s s o n , so simply and f o r c e f u l l y taught, by an almost 
i l l i t e r a t e o l d lady has stayed w i t h me a l l my l i f e . She was not a 
r e l i g i o u s person, from a l l outward appearances; I never knew her 
to go to church, except an odd time when we were s t a y i n g i n town 
but who knows what any one's personal conception i s of God. She 
bel i e v e d t h i s most fundamental t r u t h , that a l l we have a and a l l 
that supports our very existence has been provided f o r us 
As I witness the t e r r i b l e waste and misuse of our precious s o i l 
and resources today, I think of Grandma's words. 
What of the trees that are s a c r i f i c e d to make the junk mail 
that c l u t t e r s our mail boxes, the sheaves of a d v e r t i s i n g f l y e r s , 
the over packaging of products and the wastage of huge cardboard 
cartons. We use our f o r e s t resources to make tons of disposable 
diapers when everyone owes or has access to a washer and dryer but 
worst of a l l i s the a p p a l l i n g extravagance of disposable products 
c o l l e c t e d from the f a s t food o u t l e t s . 
Good farm land that was once used to nurture beef or d a i r y 
herds i s being turned i n t o shopping centers, g o l f courses or t u r f 
farms and productive orchards are being s a c r i f i c e d f o r some 
developer's dream. 
So what of the learned men who manage these things i n the name 
of progress! Are they men of v i s i o n . I f so, I think t h e i r v i s i o n 
i s clouded by d o l l a r s i g n s . 
Grandpa l i k e d Lewis C a r r o l l ' s Walrus i n A l i c e i n Wonderland, 
t a l k e d of many things, which I paid l i t t l e heed to as a youngster 
but i n ret r o s p e c t I r e c a l l a great deal of what he s a i d and I have 
come to r e a l i z e the extent of h i s f a r reaching mind. He was 
extremely w e l l read. 
My l a t t e r years memories are of a t i n y , l i t t l e man, quite 
hunchback, due no doubt to bending over h i s harness making horse 
and h i s tendency to a weakness i n h i s younger days. He had b r i g h t 
blue eyes, that twinkled and gray h a i r and a beard. I see him 
s i t t i n g i n h i s easy c h a i r , reading a book or a newspaper, h i s v i l e 
o l d pipe (which was Grandma's s p e c i a l abomination) clenched 
between h i s t o o t h l e s s gums. When he t i r e d of reading he put h i s 
book and pipe on the t a b l e beside him and s e t t l e comfortably i n 
h i s c h a i r f o r a snoozed. 
Coming i n t o the room Grandma might say: "Sleeping again 
Father"? He would open h i s eyes: "No, I be j u s t c o g i t a t i n g " . 
"Well, whatever that i s , " she'd say, "get on wi t h i t then", and 
she would go about her business. 
He read anything and every t h i n g that came h i s way. Often, he 
would have a go at the b i b l e i n which he was very we l l versed. 
Young preachers, f u l l of z e a l , s e r v i n g t h e i r student 
apprenticeship sometimes c a l l e d on us and engaged him i n r e l i g i o u s 
conversation. Grandpa would quote verses and throw te x t s l e f t and 
r i g h t and as one young man l e f t , he s a i d , "Well, Mr. Soper, you 
have me thoroughly confused but I w i l l t h i nk on what you have s a i d 
and come back to t a l k again. 
The B i b l e , with i t ' s concise choice of words, regardless of 
c o n t r a d i c t o r y e d i c t s , he s a i d , was a masterpiece of w r i t i n g . He 
l i k e d e s p e c i a l l y to browse through the book of Psalms and enjoyed 
the p o e t i c cadence and the charming symbolism of them. He would 
often r e c i t e the Twenty-third Psalm i n quiet moments when he sat 
i n the "dimpsey". 
He f e l t that the Old Testament was an h i s t o r i c a l record as 
i n t e r p r e t e d by the prophets, and t h e r e f o r e subject to f a l l i b i l i t y . 
The Universe and l i f e on e a r t h as we know i t obviously had to 
have a beginning he s a i d but the Adam and Eve s t o r y of how i t 
occurred, he dismissed as f a r fetched and a l s o the account of 
Noah's Ark and the f l o o d . 
He d i d not b e l i e v e i n the Immaculate Conception, c h i e f l y 
because he s a i d , i t put Joseph i n a t o t a l l y unnatural, i f not 
impossible s i t u a t i o n . 
He d i d not b e l i e v e i n the shedding of blood f o r the remission 
of s i n s . 
He b e l i e v e d that man i s only d i f f e r e n t from the animals, i n 
t h a t he has been given the power of reason and the knowledge of 
r i g h t and wrong, t h e r e f o r e he has a conscience f o r a guide. 
"How then", he argued, "can the s a c r i f i c e of anyone l i f e atone 
f o r the s i n s of a l l others"? 
He f e l t that f o r a person who had been thoroughly e v i l to be 
"born again" with a promise of redemption was an easy way out. 
Heaven and h e l l , he demised as myths, as d i d Grandma, a l s o . She 
s a i d there was enough h e l l on earth, without worrying about the 
h e r e a f t e r . 
He b e l i e v e d that Jesus was a man endowed with great v i s i o n and 
wisdom, who went about h i s small world t r y i n g to b r i n g hope and 
enlightenment to a l l the people. He admired Him as being as being 
a great Man w i t h a powerful love f o r a l l mankind and an 
understanding of a l l the weaknesses, d e s i r e s and temptations that 
a f f l i c t humans; h i s greatest wish was t o save people from t h e i r 
own f o l l y . Lesser men who have s t r i v e n to pattern t h e i r l i v e s 
a f t e r Him, have a l s o met v i o l e n t deaths. 
Grandpa had e a r l y been i n d o c t r i n a t e d i n the Anglican f a i t h but 
he was not a church gore to that m i n i s t r y or any other. Of the 
Anglicans he s a i d ; "Too much d o c t r i n e and too many s t u f f y , 
rapacious prayer". He f e l t a prayer should be a t a l k to and with 
God from one's own heart, not w r i t t e n by someone e l s e . 
"The t h i n g I d i s l i k e the most", he s a i d , i s that they make you 
f e e l so unworthy, always praying f o r mercy and I do d i s l i k e 
d e c l a r i n g that I am a miserable s i n n e r . 
As f o r the e v a n g e l i s t i c type of preacher. Grandpa s a i d that the 
s u c c e s s f u l ones found that the b r i n g i n g of souls to the redemption 
throne was a very p r o f i t a b l e business. 
The sermon on the mount and The Ten Commandments he regarded as 
the cornerstone of our c i v i l i z a t i o n . 
He always looked forward t o the broadcast on Sundays from a 
c i t y church and a f t e r hearing "a f i n e sermon with some meat i n 
i t " , he had something to c o g i t a t e on f o r the re s t of the week. 
A l l h i s l i f e he had maintained a keen i n t e r e s t i n s o c i a l 
reform, p o l i t i c s and the B r i t i s h r o y a l t y . He knew a l l the 
scandals surrounding r o y a l t y , f o r generations back. 
"They were a rum l o t " , he s a i d . "Their h i s t o r y i s f u l l of 
t a l e s of p l a y i n g w i l d and free w i t h t h e i r underlings so there were 
a l o t of bastards born. Unions approved by Church and State, on 
the other hand o f t e n begot imbeciles, because of the continuing 
intermarriage of r e l a t i v e s . 
One day Aunt Annie was t e l l i n g Grandpa about some famed opera 
s i n g e r who was coming to Edmonton and how she wished she could go 
to hear her s i n g . 
"Oh w e l l " , she s a i d , d i s m i s s i n g the idea. " I t ' s out of the 
question". " I t ' s h e l l to be poor". 
Her l a s t remark bothered me. I knew we never had much money 
and i t was always touch and go to provide the n e c e s s i t i e s and 
s t i l l have enough f o r the taxes but the c o n d i t i o n was not unique 
w i t h us and I hadn't r e a l i z e d we were poor, so one day s h o r t l y 
afterwards, I s a i d t o Grandpa: "Grandpa, are we poor"? 
"Poor, God love ee, no K i d d i e . We b'aint poor. We have a roof 
over our heads, p l e n t y to eat, clothes to wear and comfortable 
beds to sleep i n . I ' l l t e l l ee about Poor". 
So, he t a l k e d of the d e s t i t u t e who had e x i s t e d i n the s t r e e t s 
of England's great i n d u s t r i a l centers during h i s young days. 
"Like scarecrows they was", he s a i d , dressed i n rags, no f l e s h 
on t h e i r bones, t h e i r eyes l i k e holes i n t h e i r faces. S t a r v i n g , 
they was, the l o t of them, o l d f o l k s mothers and fa t h e r s and 
c h i l d r e n . P i t i f u l to see, e s p e c i a l l y the c h i l d r e n " . 
In some places, he s a i d that the town provided a bowl of soup 
and a p o r t i o n of bread once a day, served out i n the s t r e e t and 
these poor creatures clamored and fought f o r t h e i r r a t i o n l i k e 
hungry dogs. There was not always enough to go around. Any other 
food they got, had t o be scavenged from the garbage, begged or 
s t o l e n . 
They sought s h e l t e r i n any a c c e s s i b l e spot, a corner between 
b u i l d i n g s or a space beneath, using whatever they could f i n d f o r 
p r o t e c t i o n , b i t s of discarded c l o t h i n g , p i e c e s of cardboard or a 
cr a t e that had been disposed of. He s a i d e verything i n those 
towns was grimy, the b u i l d i n g s a l l encrusted with soot from the 
f a c t o r y smokestacks. 
What a hopeless, t r a g i c p i c t u r e he p a i n t e d of the poor, who 
barely e x i s t e d i n such a d e s p a i r i n g environment. 
I was happy to count my b l e s s i n g s food, s h e l t e r and c l o t h e s and 
the wonderful bonus of f r e s h a i r , sunshine and pure water. I t was 
a lesson t h a t has stayed w i t h me always. 
He t o l d of the beginning of the Labor P a r t y i n England and the 
coal miner's s t r i k e s against the i n j u s t i c e o f the mine owners i n 
the v a l l e y s of Wales. He spoke of how each hard won v i c t o r y was 
gained through great p r i v a t i o n and sometimes violence that o f t e n 
le d c r i p p l i n g or l o s s of l i f e . 
The persecution of the s u f f r a g e t t e s i n t h e i r struggle w i t h 
parliament to gain "Votes f o r Women" was another t o p i c Grandpa 
knew a l o t about. He s a i d that when the women, unable to be 
recognized as persons, could get no acknowledgment by p e t i t i o n i n g 
Parliament, a group of them would s i t i n the balcony of the House 
and when an Honorable member rose to speak one of them would h u r l 
the contents of a sack of f l o u r down on him; t h i s would be 
followed by more f l o u r , r o t t e n f r u i t and even eggs dumped on 
other unsuspecting Honorables. Pandemonium would break out and 
the women would be dragged away by t h e i r l o n g h a i r , k i c k i n g and 
screaming. Many had t h e i r h a i r cut very s h o r t so they could not 
be subjected to such b r u t a l i t y . But that was only the beginning. 
They were put i n j a i l where they promptly went on a hunger s t r i k e . 
Attendants p r i e d t h e i r mouths open w i t h a s t e e l rod often 
i n j u r i n g t e e t h and tongues and passed a tube down t h e i r t h r o a t s t o 
force feed them. Some of the women endured t h i s b r u t a l treatment 
repeatedly. 
There are now some extremely a c t i v e and capable women i n 
p o l i t i c s and p o s i t i o n s of l e a d e r s h i p yet many people, both women 
and men are apathetic about the p r i v i l e g e of v o t i n g . I t seems 
i r o n i c that those who underwent such inhumane treatment to g a i n 
the f r a n c h i s e , should have s u f f e r e d i n v a i n . 
Some f o r t y - f i v e years a f t e r hearing Grandpa describe so 
g r a p h i c a l l y , the c o n d i t i o n s of the d e s t i t u t e , the beginning of the 
unions and the s u f f r a g e t t e movement, I read "Fame Is The Spur", by 
the E n g l i s h author, Howard Spring. I t i s an e x c e l l e n t e x p o s i t i o n 
on the making of a p o l i t i c i a n ; an e n l i g h t e n i n g , through 
d i s i l l u s i o n i n g study and the author d e s c r i b e s the above h i s t o r i c a l 
events i n d e t a i l , j u s t as Grandpa t o l d them. I t i s a book of 
substance w i t h strong characters c l e v e r l y brought to l i f e , 
r e v e a l i n g the strengths and weaknesses common to us a l l . I have 
read i t s e v e r a l times and each time brings back v i v i d memories of 
Grandpa. I always wish he was a l i v e to enjoy i t . 
He spoke of the horrors of white s l a v e r y , the kidnapping of 
young g i r l s to be s o l d to procurers. I t seems that the c r i m i n a l 
aspects of i l l gotten gains were j u s t as devious and prevalent as 
they are today. 
The s o c i a l diseases were discussed, too, and I could f i n e no 
reference to them i n our school hygiene and physiology course, so 
when I asked Grandpa what they were he t o l d me t h e i r unlovely 
names but that was as f a r as he would go. 
"Eel know about them when ee gets o l d e r , "he s a i d " . "They b' 
a i n t n o t h i n 1 to worry about so long as ee behaves e e s e l f " . 
This i n t r i g u e d me of course, so when I happened to be alone one 
afternoon i n the Lawley household I looked f o r information i n Aunt 
Annie's medical book. I had perused t h i s book before, t r y i n g to 
f i g u r e how the anatomy of a man and a woman d i f f e r e d . There 
were i l l u s t r a t i o n s but they were so w e l l camouflaged they were i n 
no way e n l i g h t e n i n g . Now on the t r a i l of f i n d i n g out about two 
dr e a d f u l diseases, I read the t e x t w i t h mounting horror. I could 
h a r d l y bear to look at the g a r i s h l y c o l o r e d p i c t u r e s of the 
dre a d f u l sores. The awful consequences of these nasty diseases 
were enough to scare the h e l l out of anyone, l e t alone an 
innocent s i x t e e n year o l d . How much b e t t e r informed are our 
adolescents today and yet, the s o c i a l diseases have reached 
epidemic proportions i n s p i t e of powerful combative drugs and 
pro m i s c u i t y i s the r u l e r a t h e r than the exception. 
Grandpa had a copy of the poem of Mother Shipton's prophecies. 
She was an E n g l i s h seeress whose l i f e span was from 1488 to 1561. 
He l i k e d t o r e f e r to i t as the twen t i e t h century progressed and so 
many of her amazing p r e d i c t i o n s were coming true and more have 
come t o pass, since Grandpa's time. 
I came across t h i s copy of the poem i n a newspaper a few years 
ago. I t i s not as complete as Grandpa's copy; h i s r e f e r r e d to 
the i n v e n t i o n of e l e c t r i c i t y and t e l e v i s i o n and perhaps others, I 
have f o r g o t t e n . 
I f i n d t h i s an amazing piece of h i s t o r i c a l predations and i f 
the f o r e t o l d events continue t o happen, i t i s l a t e r than we t h i n k . 
PART OF "PROPHECY OF MOTHER SHIPTON" 
1488-1561 
A c a r r i a g e without a horse s h a l l go. 
D i s a s t e r f i l l the world w i t h woe, 
Around the world, men's thoughts s h a l l f l y , 
Quick as the t w i n k l i n g of an eye. 
Beneath the water men s h a l l walk. 
S h a l l r i d e , s h a l l work, s h a l l even t a l k . 
And i n the a i r men s h a l l be seen. 
In white, i n black, as w e l l as green. 
In water i r o n then s h a l l f l o a t , 
As easy as a wooden boat. 
Gold s h a l l be found i n streams, 
Or stone i n land as yet unknown. 
There tax and blood and c r u e l war, 
S h a l l come to every humble door. 
Three times s h a l l l o v e l y , sunny France, 
Be l e d to play a bloody dance. 
Before the people s h a l l be f r e e , 
Three t y r a n t r u l e r s s h a l l she see. 
Three r u l e r s i n succession be, 
Each sprung from d i f f e r e n t dynasties, 
Then when the f i e r c e s t f i g h t i s done, 
England and France s h a l l be as one. 
In those wondrous f a r o f f days. 
The women s h a l l adopt a craze. 
To dress l i k e men, and trousers wear. 
And cut o f f a l l t h e i r l o c k s of h a i r . 
T h e y ' l l r i d e a s t r i d e w i t h brazen brow. 
As witches do on broomsticks now. 
In 1936 s h a l l mighty wars be planned. 
And f i r e and sword s h a l l sweep the land, 
But those who l i v e the century through. 
In f e a r and trembling t h i s s h a l l do. 
Storms s h a l l rage and oceans roar, 
When G a b r i e l stands on sea and shore. 
And as he blows h i s wondrous horn, 
Old world s h a l l d i e and new be born. 
Though Grandpa was i n t e r e s t e d i n the past, he kept up w i t h 
current events and p a i d great a t t e n t i o n to what went on 
p o l i t i c a l l y i n the United States and Great B r i t a i n as w e l l as at 
home. He and Grandma and Uncle Harry had many a f i n e d i s c u s s i o n 
about what went on i n the world and I became i n t e r e s t e d too. I 
enjoyed attending some of the p o l i t i c a l debates that took place i n 
the d i f f e r e n t communities and of t e n kept track of the p o i n t s made, 
so we could discuss them at home. 
I have always been g r a t e f u l f o r the education I was able t o 
get, w i t h the help of my k i n d r e l a t i v e s but character b u i l d i n g and 
the r e a l l y important a t t r i b u t e s of l i v i n g , were learned at home. 
Anecdotes About Friends And Neighbors 
When I was about twelve years o l d my Father had the idea t h a t I 
should come and l i v e w i t h him and h i s wife and Auntie Perkins, as 
I c a l l e d her. He was now w i l l i n g and ready to take on the 
r e s p o n s i b i l i t y of my care. When the l e t t e r was read. Grandma was 
q u i t e , but my r e a c t i o n was immediate and negative. 
"I don't want to go", I c r i e d , and I won't go unless I can take 
Barney". That should make i t darn near impossible, I thought. 
A f t e r some d i s c u s s i o n . Uncle Harry wrote to my Father, which 
was very unusual. Among other things, he t o l d my Father that I 
was a great help to Grandma and Grandpa and that they would be 
very l o n e l y without me and a l s o that I wouldn't come without my 
horse. 
Father's r e p l y came promptly. He wrote a l o t about the 
advantages he could g i v e me; a good school, young people to 
a s s o c i a t e w i t h and many c u l t u r a l b e n e f i t s that were sadly l a c k i n g 
i n our small community. He was miffed at my attachment to Barney 
and s a i d I could rent a horse and r i d e along the b r i d l e paths. 
"Rent a horse", I thought, j u s t any o l d horse! Oh No! I t was 
Barney I loved to r i d e and I was having nothing to do with any 
other o l d horse. 
Uncle Harry's l i p s twitched w i t h amusement when he v i s u a l i z e d 
me r i d i n g down the b r i d l e paths. He had seen me g a l l o p i n g a l l out 
to round up a bunch of ornery cows or horses and had seen me 
jumping Barney over d i t c h e s and logs i n the muskeg. Grandma had 
no i n t e n t i o n of l e t t i n g me go, anyway, so I was safe. How I loved 
home! 
The d i a r y t e l l s me that Aunt Marion and Uncle Charley held an 
auction at t h e i r farm on A p r i l 22, 1930. They l e f t immediately 
afterwards f o r Oregon to be near t h e i r son Ernest and h i s w i f e and 
f a m i l y . Aunt Marion had at l a s t achieved her heart's d e s i r e t o 
r e t u r n to the United States and be united w i t h Ernest 
I missed the happy times I had enjoyed i n t h e i r home and 
e s p e c i a l l y the t a l k s Aunt Marion and I were always able to have 
together; sometimes they were s e r i o u s , but most often funny. She 
wrote amusing verse about f a m i l i a r characters and happenings and 
had a t a l e n t f o r r e c i t i n g them that made them h i l a r i o u s . 
When I approaching puberty, she t a l k e d to me one afternoon, 
when we were q u i t e alone about the changes that were o c c u r r i n g i n 
my body and warned me not to be a f r a i d of what would soon 
n a t u r a l l y happen to me and continue to happen r e g u l a r l y f o r the 
next t h i r t y or f o r t y years. She then asked me i f Grandma had t o l d 
me these things and. when I s a i d she had not. Aunt Marion, not 
wishi n g to overstep Grandma's a u t h o r i t y s a i d that our t a l k must be 
a s e c r e t between her and me. She was a very v i r t u o u s and modest 
women. I am sure i t was an embarrassment f o r her to t a l k of these 
t h i n g s but she d i d i t q u i e t l y and k i n d l y and f i n i s h e d by saying 
t h a t when t h i s new experience came t o me, I would be capable of 
having a baby. 
"Save y o u r s e l f " , she s a i d " f o r the man you w i l l someday marry. 
You w i l l always be g l a d you d i d " . 
This was a p u z z l i n g l y statement, coming as i t d i d , out of the 
blue, but I d i d not query her f u r t h e r . She was obviously 
f l u s t e r e d and immediately changed the subject. 
B i r t h and death are no mystery t o a c h i l d r a i s e d on a farm. I 
had watched innumerable k i t t e n s being born. A few had been kept 
and were d e l i g h t f u l pets but Grandma disposed of most newly born 
q u i t e handily i n a bucket of water, otherwise we should have been 
knee deep i n ca t s . 
I had seen calves being born,too and sometimes one was 
d e l i v e r e d , l i f e l e s s . When a cow or horse died or was i l l or 
i n j u r e d and had to be shot the l o s s was bad f i n a n c i a l l y and i t was 
o f t e n sad, too, to los e a f a i t h f u l animal, one had been fond of. 
So I knew where animal babies came from and I also knew there was 
a r e l a t i o n s h i p between when an animal was bred and when she bore 
her young. I t was a matter of great importance, duly recorded on 
the pages of the k i t c h e n calendar. Farm animals that were seen 
c o p u l a t i n g were nothing unusual, e i t h e r . Grandpa, a l l 
u n w i t t i n g l y , gave me a clue about how i t was with humans one day 
when he was t a l k i n g t o Grandma. He was deploring the f a c t that 
were only two male members among the grandchildren to c a r r y on the 
Soper name. Harking back to h i s l u s t y youth he s a i d , "Only one 
k i d d i e to each f a m i l y except F l o r r i e , who managed two. They be 
poor breeders. Mother". 
Grandma's generation considered c o r s e t s a very necessary part 
of every woman's wardrobe, designed t o protec t and support the 
inner organs. She c a l l e d them stays and wore them at a l l times, 
removing them only at bedtime. For the u n i n i t i a t e d they were 
h o r r i b l y c o n f i n i n g garments, made of s t i f f m a t e r i a l , laced i n the 
back and t i g h t l y hooked i n the f r o n t but the worst part of them 
were the the bones w i t h which they were r e i n f o r c e d . They were 
made of metal and would give you a nasty jab, should you dare to 
slouc h . 
Now she thought i t time I began t o wear one of these 
instruments of t o r t u r e and t a l k e d t o Aunt Annie about i t one day 
when I was present. To appease her, Aunt Annie advised a 
c o r s e l e t t e , a modified v e r s i o n of a c o r s e t s , w i t h no bones. 
Grandpa, who was l i g h t i n g h i s pipe at the k i t c h e n stove w i t h a 
paper s p i l l I used to r o l l f o r him from the pages of Eaton's 
c a t a l o g , ventured to say: The Kiddie don't need they damm o l e 
c o r s e t s . She be l i k e a yard of water". 
This was h i s f a v o r i t e d e s c r i p t i o n of a female whose proportions 
were skinny, as mine c e r t a i n l y were. He had a d i s c e r n i n g eye, 
though, " f o r a f i n e f i g u r e of a women". 
The c o r s e l e t t e was purchased and I wore i t to school and dress 
up occasions but not at home and never when I rode Barney. 
There was not much change i n s t y l e f o r farm women. A l l my 
aunts wore rather baggy, mid[calf lenght house dresses. Going out 
c l o t h e s might be more f i t t e d and often c o n s i s t e d of a heavy s k i r t 
and a long sleeved blouse, c a l l e d a s h i r t w a i s t . 
Some of the g i r l s who had been away to the c i t y sported f l a p p e r 
s t y l e s d u r i n g the e a r l y twenties. Grandma was scandalized at the 
s l e e v e l e s s , knee length dresses. Aunt Sadie once remarked t h a t 
the s l e e v e l e s s s t y l e would be cool i n the hot weather. 
"But, Sadie", s a i d Grandma, "you can look r i g h t i n t o the 
armhole and see the woman's breast". 
Of s h o r t s k i r t s , she exclaimed: "I don't know what women are 
coming t o . Next t h i n g you know, they w i l l be b l a c k i n g t h e i r asses 
and going naked". 
Well t h a t prophecy has come true, without the benefit of 
b l a c k i n g , i n many instances. 
By the e a r l y t h i r t i e s , g i r l s were wearing long dresses and high 
heels t o our dances. I had been given a p r e t t y pale yellow s a t i n 
one w i t h a black v e l v e t bolero and wearing i t I f e l t quite 
elegant. 
In September 1927, the d i s t r i c t was shocked to hear of the 
sudden and untimely death of Harry Minns, our postmaster's son. 
He had obtained a teaching p o s i t i o n i n a school across the r i v e r 
and on h i s f i r s t day he was f e e l i n g very u n w e l l . He died very 
suddenly, t h e r e a f t e r from what was then c a l l e d I n f a n t i l e 
P a r a l y s i s , now as p o l i o m y e l i t i s . There were more, l e s s severe 
cases throughout the area, enough to c o n s t i t u t e an epidemic and 
schools were closed and people were warned against congregating i n 
p u b l i c p l a c e s . Many t h e o r i e s were put f o r t h as to the cause of 
t h i s dreaded disease and since most cases occurred i n the f a l l , 
one theory was that i t might be caused by a miasma emanating from 
the r i p e n i n g wheat. 
A f e e l i n g of a n x i e t y and helplessness about the communicable 
diseases c o n s i s t e n t l y haunted the people i n those days. How 
fo r t u n a t e we are today, that so many diseases have been brought 
under c o n t r o l . 
There i s an oc c a s i o n a l day, the memory of which p e r s i s t s as 
e x c e p t i o n a l l y happy. I t bursts f o r t h i n reminiscence l i k e 
sunshine a f t e r a shower. Such a day was one sun drenched Sunday 
when George and I v i s i t e d our school f r i e n d s , C a r l and Lucy 
H e i n l e i n . Nothing unusual or dramatic happened. I t was j u s t a 
good day! 
I t was midsummer and our walk took us through the qu i e t 
schoolyard and between f i e l d s of wheat. The g r a i n s t a l k s were a 
subdued green, the heads beginning t o bleach with the r i p e n i n g 
goodness of plump k e r n e l s and the f i e l d s gently r i p p l e d i n the 
warm breeze laden w i t h the wholesome fragrance of the g r a i n . 
There were patches of white and yellow d a i s i e s s c a t t e r e d through 
the f i e l d s and along the t r a i l there were c l u s t e r s of b l u e b e l l s . 
Queen Ann's Lace and e a r l y bunches of goldenrod. Under the 
inten s e blue of the summer sky, poplars, willows and b i r c h i n 
l u x u r i a n t f o l i a g e made a perfect backdrop f o r the harmony of 
Nature's c o l o r s . I t was a day to drown the senses i n beauty. 
We a r r i v e d j u s t before midday and were greeted by our f r i e n d s 
who had been watching f o r us. We went i n t o the k i t c h e n f o r a 
dr i n k of water. Mrs. H e i n l e i n was preparing dinner. She was a 
l i t t l e , s m i l i n g f r i e n d l y woman so eager to make us welcome i n her 
h a l t i n g E n g l i s h . Soon we went i n t o dinner where Mr. H e i n l e i n sat 
at the head of the t a b l e . He spoke mostly German but wit h the 
help of Lucy and C a r l we understood he was k i n d l y u r g i n g us to eat 
l a r g e p o r t i o n s of the d e l i c i o u s meal and I'm sure we d i d i t 
j u s t i c e . 
Afterwards we went outside. A l i t t l e way beyond the house 
there was a small graveyard, a sad memorial to the l o s s of some 
c h i l d r e n i n i n f a n c y and a teenager k i l l e d i n a t r a g i c shooting 
accident. There had been quite a f a m i l y , now a l l that remained 
were C a r l and Lucy. 
In the barn a bawling young c a l f was being held much against 
h i s w i l l , f o r weaning and a nest of cute cuddly k i t t e n s amused us 
f o r some time. The boys went t h e i r own way g r a v i t a t i n g towards 
the horses and machinery and Lucy and I t a l k e d about school, that 
would soon be s t a r t i n g and about g i r l things that i n t e r e s t e d us. 
I t was a conge n i a l , happy time that passed a l l too q u i c k l y and 
soon we were saying good-bye to our f r i e n d s and t h e i r parents and 
being t o l d that we must come again. 
The freshness of the morning was gone and i t was hot walking 
home. We took o f f our shoes and socks and c a r r i e d them. The f e e l 
of cool green grass on hot fee t released from the hard confines of 
shoes was a blessed r e l i e f and when we walked on the road the s o f t 
dust spurted up between our toes and that f e l t good too. 
I t had been a happy day! 
There may have been some farmers who never swore or gave vent 
to t h e i r f e e l i n g s with a "B l a s t i t " or "pshaw" but I think they 
were few and f a r between. Swearing came as n a t u r a l l y to a farmer 
as breathing and what could be more downright cuss causing than a 
binder break down j u s t when the weather was h o l d i n g good and there 
was a whole f i e l d to cut or a balky horse that l a i d back p u l l i n g a 
load of hay or a cow that k i c k e d over a n e a r l y f u l l bucket of 
milk. There are dozens of f r u s t r a t i o n s that occur r e g u l a r l y that 
c a l l f o r t h blasphemy so that most farmers are past masters at the 
a r t . The b i g heart wrenching d i s a s t e r s such as h a i l or f r o s t or 
drought d i d n ' t c a l l f o r t h p r o f a n i t y , i t was the l i t t l e annoyances 
that d i d i t . As f a r as t a k i n g the Lord's name i n vain i s 
concerned, a woman once s a i d t o me: "My husband must know the Lord 
w e l l . He i s always t a l k i n g to Him". 
"They be j u s t words," Grandpa, s a i d . "God knows a farmer has 
enough to vex h i s so u l . What b e t t e r way to l e t o f f steam, than by 
some good strong cuss words. Besides, they be c o l o r f u l " . 
A funny s t o r y was recounted by a farmer who went to see h i s 
neighbor on an ad j o i n i n g farms. The neighbor was Swedish and he 
was i n h i s f i e l d c u t t i n g a good crop of wheat and sing at the top 
of h i s v o i c e over the noise of the binder i n h i s unmistakable 
Swedish accent. 
"When the r o l l i s c a l l e d up younder 
When the r o l l i s c a l l e d up younded", 
"Get up i n there, c o l o n e l , God damn you' 
"When the r o l l * * 'Colonel, get up i n there 
you o l d son of a b i t c h ' and he continued on, 
" i s c a l l e d up younder I ' l l be there". 
Who could dare to say he would not be there? 
God must s u r e l y have a since of humor! 
Through a l l the years I walked to school w i t h George and Chip 
and played w i t h them, being boys they swore and I became j u s t as 
p r o f i c i e n t as they, but I doubt that any of us swore at home. 
We d i d k i d things l i k e wading i n the di t c h e s over the tops of 
our rubbers to get polliwogs to put i n a j a r to watch t h e i r 
t ransformation i n t o frogs. We s t i r r e d up ant h i l l s to watch the 
confusion and f i l c h e d the odd egg out of a b i r d ' s nest. 
We t a l k e d P i g L a t i n sometimes. Uncle Harry had got us s t a r t e d 
on i t and soon we were so p r o f i c i e n t and jabbered so f a s t we could 
confound him and a l l the other e l d e r s 
There was a l a r g e , q u ite deep puddle i n fr o n t of our school 
steps i n the s p r i n g and a plank was l a i d on the bottom step across 
the puddle to prevent g e t t i n g wet f e e t . 
Our teacher had worn the same dress f o r weeks. I t was a baggy, 
navy blue serge, very shiny on the seat. To take the curse o f f a 
l i t t l e , she attached sets of d i f f e r e n t c o l o r e d l i n e n c u f f s and 
c o l l a r s at i n t e r v a l s . We though i t was time f o r a change so we 
p u l l e d the plank f r e e of the supporting step and propped i t up on 
a f r a i l , wobbly s t i c k . Hopefully, i t would c o l l a p s e when Teacher 
stepped on i t and she would go kerplunk i n the water. We never 
considered that she might break an arm or a l e g and we didn't dare 
w a i t to see the r e s u l t of our conniving because a l l the other kids 
had gone and we knew we would d i s s o l v e i n h e l p l e s s laughter. 
Besides we would be suspect. For some reason i t didn't work and 
teacher appeared next day i n the same o l d dress. 
The Underwood boys had been doing some land c l e a r i n g and one 
day Chip brought some b l a s t i n g caps along and we set them o f f 
w i t h s h i v e r s of apprehension at our d a r i n g . 
And we smoked or experimented, would be a better word. We 
r o l l e d leaves i n newspaper and drew on them and sometimes George 
had some r e a l tobacco, f i l c h e d from Grandpa's supply and Chip 
c o u l d c o n t r i b u t e some from h i s brothers and c i g a r e t t e papers too. 
One day when we were dismissed e a r l y because of the Inspector's 
v i s i t we were s i t t i n g under some t r e e s near the road, p r a c t i s i n g 
the a r t of smoking. We were so engrossed i n our undertaking and 
laughing so hard at our poor e f f o r t s t h a t h i s car was almost 
opposite us before we noticed him slowing down. He stopped and 
o f f e r e d us a l i f t on our way home. We h a s t i l y stashed the g u i l t y 
evidence and he appeared not to n o t i c e . 
A new i n v e n t i o n appeared i n winter i n the e a r l y t h i r t i e s . I t 
was c a l l e d a caboose and consisted of a l i g h t framework of lumber 
over which canvas was stretched and fastened to make a b i g 
rec t a n g u l a r box. The whole thing was set securely on the bunks of 
a s l e i g h . There was a small window i n f r o n t to give the d r i v e r a 
view of the road and h i s team and the r e i n s were i n s e r t e d through 
a s l o t . There was a seat for the d r i v e r and fo r passengers and 
most farmers equipped t h e i r caboose w i t h a small a i r t i g h t heater 
and i t was not unusual to see smoke pouring out of the stovepipe 
as a farmer and h i s f a m i l y drove i n cozy comfort. This was a most 
wonderful innovation and i t was strange that i t had not been 
thought of years before. 
Dave K e i r was a very ingenious young man. The K e i r s had a f i n e 
farm with good machinery and Dave went to work there when he 
f i n i s h e d at the l i t t l e school. He b u i l t the f i r s t snowplow we had 
ever seen i n our p a r t s . I t consisted of a Model T motor which 
powered a four foot p r o p e l l e r . This was mounted on a p a i r of s k i s 
i n the f r o n t w i t h another p a i r at the rear of the machine. Dave 
steered i t by p u l l i n g on ropes attached to the f r o n t s k i s . He 
s a i l e d over f i e l d s when snow co n d i t i o n s permitted and took to the 
roads at other times. The poor horses that were now f a i r l y w e l l 
conditioned to c a r s , were t e r r i f i e d anew at t h i s new monster. 
Dave was an e x c e l l e n t puppeteer and he made a n i c e array of 
d o l l s . His mother, who was also c r e a t i v e made clo t h e s f o r them. 
He put them through t h e i r a n t i c s one night at an entertainment i n 
the schoolhouse and had the audience convulsed with laughter. The 
l a s t t r i c k he performed showed a woman with a long s k i r t on, 
m i l k i n g a cow. I t was so r e a l i s t i c , with the cow s w i t c h i n g her 
t a i l , t h r e a t e n i n g to k i c k and the woman dodging and s e t t l i n g 
h e r s e l f more s e c u r e l y on the s t o o l . When she was f i n i s h e d , she 
rose, set the milk p a i l down, stepped aside a few paces, f l i p p e d 
her s k i r t s up i n back and squatted as though to pee. To use a 
c l i c h e - - i t brought the house down. 
Dave's mother, though, was embarrassed, and on the way out of 
the school, she was heard to say: "He shouldn't have done that 
l a s t p a r t " . 
Dave t o l d the a s t o r y about B i l l , the young Ukr a i n i a n man who 
worked f o r K e i r s . He went out to check Dave's t r a p l i n e one day 
when Dave was otherwise occupied. They had a dog named Cesar and 
when B i l l came back, Dave asked him i f there had been anything i n 
the t r a p s . B i l l shook h i s head, and s t r u g g l i n g with h i s E n g l i s h 
r e p l i e d , "No, but not quite catch Jesus". 
One evening i n the e a r l y years, Aunt Sadie had gone to v i s i t a 
f r i e n d . I t was b r i g h t moonlight when she set out to walk home, 
her l i t t l e black dog t r o t t i n g h a p p i l y beside her. Part way home 
she heard loud, discordant y e l l i n g that sounded l i k e someone 
t r y i n g to s i n g . She was frightened f o r a moment and then she 
r e a l i z e d i t was the neighbor down the road. He was known to 
frequent the beer p a r l o r and he was coming home very drunk. Not 
wishing to encounter him, she c a l l e d the l i t t l e dog, who was 
growling f i e r c e l y , and q u i c k l y s l i p p e d behind a clump of bushes 
j u s t as the man's team and wagon came around the corner. 
The l i t t l e dog broke from Aunt Sadie's r e s t r a i n i n g hand and 
rushed i n t o the road barking f u r i o u s l y , the h a i r on h i s back 
standing up. The team, already s k i t t i s h at the d r i v e r ' s e r r a t i c 
behavior and perhaps sensing Aunt Sadie's presence i n the bush, 
shied to the other s i d e of the road and then bolted. The wagon 
careened c r a z i l y f o r a few seconds and then there was a loud crash 
as something landed i n the d i t c h . Aunt Sadie watched as the wagon 
slowed down the road and she f e l t the d r i v e r was i n control and 
then she went on her way home. 
For the next few days the neighborhood buzzed with the s t o r y of 
how the man had met a b i g black bear and how h i s horses had 
spooked and ran away, t i p p i n g a new stove he had bought, i n t o the 
d i t c h . With each t e l l i n g the bear became l a r g e r and f i n a l l y was 
described as g i g a n t i c . 
In 1927 a family by the name of Wagstaff came to the to the 
Immigration H a l l . We knew there was a new f a m i l y coming to l i v e 
south and west of us because a house and barn had been b u i l t f o r 
them under the S o l d i e r ' s Settlement Plan, sponsored by the Federal 
Government. Now we learned t h a t they had a r r i v e d . There were 
four boys i n the family, two being of school age. 
On the day they were to come to t h e i r new home, I rode Barney 
up to t h e i r house, went i n and made a f i r e i n the kitchen range 
and put the k e t t l e on to b o i l . I t was e a r l y s p r i n g , the weather 
was c o l d and the countryside bare and bleak l o o k i n g . They a r r i v e d 
s h o r t l y and were pleased to have someone welcome them and have the 
house n i c e l y warmed. I stayed f o r a get acquainted cup of tea and 
then rode home. 
I t was always i n t e r e s t i n g to have newcomers i n the d i s t r i c t , 
e s p e c i a l l y a family with c h i l d r e n , to swell the school 
p o p u l a t i o n . There had been s e v e r a l who had come but had soon 
moved on. The Wagstaff f a m i l y had come from Wales and they had 
come to s t a y and make a success of farming. 
Mosquito season, that f i r s t year was a great t r i a l to them. 
They had on immunity and s u f f e r e d misery from the d e v i l i s h whining 
i n s e c t s . 
The two younger boys, Jim and Henry sometimes met up with 
George and I and Chip on our way to school. They t o l d us 
i n t e r e s t i n g things about t h e i r home i n Wales and the l i l t i n g s i n g 
song of t h e i r Welsh speech was a pleasant d i v e r s i o n from our usual 
f l a t Canadian Tones. 
There was some acreage c l e a r e d on t h e i r farm, which gave them a 
s t a r t and they were a hard working family. 
Mrs. Wagstaff was an e x c e l l e n t manager i n the house and they 
grew f i n e gardens and soon she soon she was canning and preserving 
l i k e a r e a l pioneer. 
The Goodwin family l i v e d about a mile and a h a l f north of us. 
Sam was a war veteran who had unfortunately encountered a dose of 
mustard gas, the e f f e c t s of which always plagued him. He was a 
very t h i n , wiry man w i t h a temper that f l a r e d up l i k e a Roman 
candle and f i z z l e d out j u s t as f a s t . He had an i n f l e x i b l e o p i n i o n 
of r i g h t and wrong. 
No grey areas f o r Sam. He would have found i t hard to t o l e r a t e 
today's manners and morals. 
H i s w i f e , Mary, a f f e c t i o n a t e l y c a l l e d Queenie by a l l who knew 
her, was a war b r i d e . She had been a nurse i n an E n g l i s h c i t y 
h o s p i t a l and her s e r v i c e s were always o f f e r e d f r e e l y i n times of 
i l l n e s s or death. They had a family and l i k e a l l t h e i r farming 
neighbors were often hard put to make ends meet but a kinder, more 
h o s p i t a b l e f a m i l y could never be found. Sam would leave h i s own 
work, however pressing, to help a needy neighbor; he would lend an 
implement or team without a moment's h e s i t a t i o n and t h e i r home was 
a haven f o r anyone who had no home of h i s own. Passers by or 
neighbors were always welcomed to share whatever the table 
provided. This fa m i l y ' s s p i r i t was one among many who b o l s t e r e d 
the s u r v i v a l of the west and made i t great. 
I t was a d e l i g h t to hear Sam t a l k . He had not l o s t even a 
shade of h i s Lancashire accent and when h i s temper was roused he 
could swear, but he was c o u r t l y i n the house before guests and h i s 
wife and daughters. Queenie was quick to rebuke him, should he 
take the Lord's name i n v a i n . She was a devout Anglican and her 
f a i t h meant a great deal more to her than mere l i p s e r v i c e . 
One t h r e s h i n g time the gang had been working i n a f i e l d q u i t e 
d i s t a n t from home base and expected to be f i n i s h e d by mid 
afternoon so everyone could go home f o r supper and get the chores 
done e a r l y . However, one of those f r u s t r a t i n g breakdowns occurred 
which the thresher man thought he could f i x i n h a l f an hour, but 
which s t r e t c h e d i n t o a much longer time so that the bundle wagons 
were rumbling home i n the dark about nine o'clock. 
Les Roberts was r i d i n g with Sam. He was s t a r v i n g and he asked 
Sam: "Are you hungry, Sam?" "H'am I 'ungry, s a i d Sam, "h'am I 
'ungry. M i s t e r , I could h'eat the h'ass h ' end out of a skunk. 
The Changing Years 
On March 15,1931 of my second year i n high school I saw Uncle 
Harry and Aunt Annie at the classroom door. Mr. Shaw went to 
speak w i t h them and c a l l e d me to come out 
They t o l d me Grandpa was very s i c k w i t h pneumonia, and I was 
needed to help at home. Aunt Annie came w i t h us and as we drove 
home and I l i s t e n e d to t h e i r conversation, I r e a l i z e d that Grandpa 
was not expected to l i v e . Dr. Meyer had been out to see him and 
had given Grandma no assurance that he would p u l l through. 
"Pneumonia at h i s age", he had s a i d shaking h i s head. "You 
know o l d lady he had added, "we sometimes c a l l i t the o l d man's 
f r i e n d " . 
A r r i v i n g at home we found Mrs. Underwood there doing what she 
could and keep Grandma company. Grandma looked very grey and 
t i r e d . 
Aunt Annie was displeased to see Mrs. Underwood. The previous 
s p r i n g . Uncle Frank had rented h i s acreage, which he s t i l l 
r e t a i n e d , t o Mrs. Underwood's sons on a crop sharing b a s i s . I t 
was a good f e r t i l e f i e l d and had produced a good crop but Uncle 
Frank had been l e s s than pleased w i t h h i s returns. In f a c t he 
f e l t he had been taken. Mrs. Underwood and Uncle Harry, of course 
a l l i e d themselves on the young men's si d e and r e l a t i o n s between 
them and the Lawleys were very s t r a i n e d . I t was only one of the 
d i s r u p t i o n s t h a t caused tension i n the fam i l y . They occurred at 
i n t e r v a l s a l l through my growing up years. I was r e q u i r e d to be 
p o l i t e to Mrs. Underwood but I o f t e n wished she would go f a r away 
so that Grandma co u l d have peace of mind and not always have to 
t r y and maintain a truce between Uncle Harry and the other fa m i l y 
members. These i r r i t a t i n g s i t u a t i o n s , however, taught me that 
l i f e i s not a l l smooth s a i l i n g and many encounters w i t h people 
along the way are annoying. 
Uncle Harry took Mrs. Underwood home, before he unhooked the 
team and we made preparations f o r supper and arrangements f o r 
s l e e p i n g . E a r l y i n the evening Grandma became very i l l and we put 
her t o bed i n Uncle Harry's room, so as not to d i s t u r b Grandpa. 
The next day Uncle George and Aunt Sadie came and Aunt Sadie went 
to the home of Mr. S c o t t i e W i l l e y , a neighbor who had a telephone 
and asked Dr. Meyer to come again. A f t e r h i s examination, he was 
very grave and s a i d Grandma had pneumonia too. He had brought 
w i t h him a vaccine which he wished to t r y on Grandpa. He s a i d 
q u i t e f r a n k l y t h a t he didn't know whether or not i t would do any 
good and of course using i t f o r the f i r s t time on a s i n g l e case 
would not prove anything. They were both very i l l and he held no 
hope f o r e i t h e r of them. 
Uncle Harry and Aunt Annie took turns at c a r i n g f o r t h e i r needs 
and s t a y i n g near them through the night and Aunt Sadie and Uncle 
George came every day to r e l i e v e them so they could get some 
r e s t . I d i d my b i t w i t h the k i t c h e n chores. 
Telegrams had been sent to Aunt F l o r r i e , Aunt Emily, Uncle 
Charley and my Father to t e l l them of Grandpa's i l l n e s s , and now 
more were sent w i t h news of Grandma,s serious c o n d i t i o n . 
One afternoon the m i n i s t e r Mr. B a l l from the Untied Church came 
to see them. Since none of us were churchgoers he had never been 
to our house before. He came i n d i f f e r e n c e to Aunt Annie who was a 
member of h i s church and always i n the f o r e f r o n t of the fund 
r a i s i n g a c t i v i t i e s of the Ladies' A i d Society. 
At Grandma's bedside he s a i d how s o r r y he was t o f i n d them both 
so i l l and asked i f he could pray f o r her. Independent as always, 
she thanked him but s a i d she could pray f o r h e r s e l f , as she had 
been doing a l l her l i f e . 
Grandpa d r i f t e d i n and out of consciousness and s l e p t a great 
d e a l . He d i d n ' t seem to be g e t t i n g e i t h e r b e t t e r or worse but 
when Grandma had been i l l about a week she seemed i n great 
d i s t r e s s and became very r e s t l e s s and f e l t she would be more 
comfortable s i t t i n g i n her c h a i r by the heater. Dr. Meyer came 
again and gave her something t o calm her but he t o l d us she was 
f a i l i n g f a s t . 
George was l o o k i n g a f t e r the chores at home, so Uncle George 
and Aunt Sadie stayed quite l a t e . They had not been gone long 
when Aunt Annie who was s i t t i n g w i t h her heard an audible s i g h 
f o l l o w i n g a long pause i n her breathing. She died q u i t e 
p e a c e f u l l y without gaining consciousness. 
Grandpa was s l e e p i n g a l o t and Aunt Annie and Uncle Harry 
decided not t o t e l l him at once. Uncle Harry asked me i f I could 
saddle Barney and go to t e l l Aunt Sadie and Uncle George. 
I t was not very c o l d and was snowing very l i g h t l y . The moon 
was not v i s i b l e but i t s d i f f u s e d rays gave a good l i g h t . I went 
to the barn without a la n t e r n and l e f t the door open. I spoke to 
Barney and h i s s t a l l mate Lark and q u i e t l y saddled him. I had 
done i t so many times, I needed no l i g h t . 
As I rode thought the yard Uncle Harry came out and asked me 
to go and t e l l Mrs. Underwood a f t e r I had returned from Uncle 
Georges. " T e l l her, I need her", he s a i d . 
I rode at a quick t r o t , slowing only on the two h i l l s . I don't 
know what my thoughts were, some were of Grandpa and how he would 
be a f f e c t e d i f he l i v e d . He had been l a r g e l y unaware of anything 
s i n c e he had been taken i l l . I knew that both he and I l o s t the 
bond that kept our home together. 
Uncle George and Aunt Sadie were s t i l l up when I rode i n t o the 
yard. I c a l l e d to them and when Uncle George came to the door, I 
t o l d them the sad news and he s a i d they would be r i g h t down. I 
rode more sl o w l y down the road and over to Underwoods, woke up the 
household and d e l i v e r e d Uncle Harry's massage, and rode home. 
Aunt Annie, Aunt Sadie and Mrs. Underwood prepared Grandma f o r 
b u r i a l . They dressed her i n her best s i l k s k i r t and white 
s h i r t w a i s t , the c l o t h e s she had worn to the anniversary party. 
Grandpa, roused by a l l the a c t i v i t y i n the house, knew 
immediately what had happened. I was i n the room wi t h him when he 
s t a r t l e d me by saying: "What be goin' on k i d d i e ? Be Mother 
gone"? 
I was a f r a i d to t e l l him and went f o r Uncle Harry who came and 
t o l d him the t r u t h and t a l k e d c o m f o r t i n g l y t o him. He soon s l e p t 
again. 
Grandma's f i r s t wish would have been to be cremated but knowing 
there were on f a c i l i t i e s f o r t h i s s e r v i c e she had expressed the 
d e s i r e t o be buried next to my Mother. So the arrangements were 
made and on a gray cheerless day i n March. Grandma was l a i d to 
r e s t . The f u n e r a l s e r v i c e was held i n the United Church, Reverend 
B a l l , being the m i n i s t e r . 
Mrs. B e l l e Maclntyre, a f r i e n d who had v i s i t e d often i n our 
home and who was e s p e c i a l l y close to Aunt Sadie, came to p l a y the 
organ. When we were choosing the hymns I mentioned that Grandma 
had o f t e n s a i d she would l i k e the Negro s p i r i t u a l Goin' Home by 
Anton Dvorak played at her f u n e r a l . She had heard i t many times 
on the r a d i o and loved i t s somewhat sad simple melody. 
Mrs. Maclntyer was not f a m i l i a r w i t h the piece but she was an 
accomplished musician w i t h a very keen ear and she s a i d i f I could 
s i n g the r e f r a i n perhaps she could p i c k i t up. 
So q u i e t l y I sang the b e a u t i f u l theme: 
Goin' home goin'home 
I'm jes goin'home 
I t ' s not f a r jes close by 
Through an open door. 
Mrs. Maclntyre humming along with me made some notations on a 
l i t t l e note pad and when the s e r v i c e ended Grandma's c o f f i n was 
c a r r i e d out of the church to the s t r a i n s of Goin ' Home. 
My heart l i f t e d a b i t i n knowing t h a t w i t h Mrs. Maclntyres help 
I had made one of her l a s t wishes come t o pass. 
Dr. Meyer came again to v i s i t Grandpa and was amazed to f i n d 
t h a t he had r a l l i e d and was on the mend. He c r e d i t e d h i s recovery 
to the e x c e l l e n t nursing care given him by Aunt Annie and Uncle 
Harry. 
A f t e r a few days Aunt Annie went home and I went back to school 
and I was happy soon a f t e r on going home f o r the weekend to f i n d 
Grandpa s i t t i n g up f o r short periods and able to read a b i t and 
smoke h i s pipe. He was q u i t e f r a i l though, and never f u l l y 
recovered h i s former v i g o r but he s u r v i v e d Grandma by a l i t t l e 
over f i v e years. 
Once when I was s i t t i n g alone with him he s a i d to me: K i d d i e 
ee and me have l o s t the best f r i e n d we ever had. She was my o l d 
beauty", and he went on to t a l k of h i s youth and how they had 
walked out together and made t h e i r plans f o r the future. 
"She was so wholesome", he s a i d , always f r e s h and sweet 
s m e l l i n g " . 
He stayed on i n the o l d house and must have had many l o n e l y 
hours when Uncle Harry was outside or at the Underwood home. I 
was not blameless e i t h e r i n my youthful d e s i r e f o r a good time. I 
of t e n l e f t him to go dancing on a F r i d a y n i g h t . 
Any g u i l t f e e l i n g s I might have had were d i s p e l l e d when Aunt 
Annie t o l d me emp h a t i c a l l y : "Go out and enjoy y o u r s e l f . You are 
young and f r e e f o r such a short time. Staying home won't b r i n g 
Grandma back". 
When the weather got warm he went t o stay with the Lawleys and 
he was very happy th e r e , sleeping i n one of the bedrooms she made 
comfortable f o r him but i n the f a l l when the weather turned c o l d 
there was no way t o heat the bedroom i n that c o l d o l d s h e l l of a 
place so he came home again. 
I t was good to have him there when I came home from school. I 
remember coming home the f i r s t weekend when he was i n town. Uncle 
Harry was out and the house was co l d and so t e r r i b l y q u i e t . I t 
was the f i r s t time I had come home to an empty house and the 
r e a l i z a t i o n that Grandma would never be there again came over me 
i n a rush of sadness and the dear o l d house seemed strange and 
a l i e n and a b i t scary. 
I spent the summer holidays at home, doing the best I could to 
f i l l Grandma's place. I had not done much cooking, but had helped 
her and watched her so much that I was able to manage f a i r l y w e l l , 
even to baking bread. My captive v i c t i m s were very p a t i e n t w i t h 
my f a i l u r e s and encouraging when I produced a success. I looked 
forward each day to l a t e afternoon and r i d e on Barney to b r i n g 
home the cows. 
In September I went back to school t o f i n i s h the r e q u i r e d 
course I had o r i g i n a l l y aimed f o r . 
There was now a su r p l u s of teachers and the Government had 
discontinued the Normal School loans. The means to f u l f i l l 
Grandma's ambition f o r me to become a teacher had vanished. 
I f i n i s h e d w i t h school i n June of 1932 and what to do next was 
a problem. Jobs were impossible to get i n Athabasca; a l l 
businesses had adquate help. The only occupation open to me would 
have been that of a h i r e d g i r l and the wages were so low, I was as 
w e l l o f f at home l o o k i n g a f t e r Grandpa. He was now r e c e i v i n g h i s 
Old Age Pension of $20.00 a month and h i s needs were few so I had 
a l i t t l e pocket money now and then Aunt Annie was worried that 
there was opportunity i n sig h t f o r me t o make use of three years 
schoo l i n g she had made p o s s i b l e f o r me 
Then Mrs. Underwood made a k i n d l y suggestion. She had an 
e l d e r l y f r i e n d from the east who was a widow and a music teacher 
and who l i v e d i n Edmonton. She thought i t probable that her 
f r i e n d would be glad of some domestic help i n her home and that I 
could combine t h i s work with a s i x month night course i n 
s e c r e t a r i a l t r a i n i n g that was being o f f e r e d i n a business 
c o l l e g e . The cost of the course was $120.00 
She wrote to her f r i e n d and we were a l l pleased when the answer 
came w i t h wholehearted agreement to the proposal, the only 
s t i p u l a t i o n being that she wished f i r s t to meet me i n person. The 
Underwood boys had a car so Mrs. Underwood, her son G i l and I went 
to Edmonton. I t was a rare adventure f o r me to make such a 
journey, to stay overnight i n a h o t e l and bath i n a r e a l tub. A l l 
very grand and e x c i t i n g ! I was t h r i l l e d t o , i n a n t i c i p a t i o n of 
t h i s wonderful opportunity. I was q u i t e confident that I could 
please the lady and I looked forward to working hard at my s t u d i e s 
and becoming a top-notch s e c r e t a r y , able to earn a good wage. 
We went to see the lady and I was on my best behavior and 
remembered to "mind my manners" as Grandma had taught me. She 
o f f e r e d to g i v e me room and board and music lessons i n return f o r 
what she c a l l e d l i g h t housekeeping and a l i t t l e cooking, s t a r t i n g 
i n September. 
Aunt Annie was overjoyed. She s a i d she would see that I had 
the necessary c l o t h e s , some pocket money and s t r e e t c a r f a r e , as 
the lady l i v e d q u i t e a distance from the school. She wrote to my 
Father and explained the s i t u a t i o n to him, making much of t h i s 
good opportunity and asked him to c o n t r i b u t e the school fee. 
His answering l e t t e r was an unbelievable t a l e of how hard up he 
was and though he was sorry, he couldn't p o s s i b l y a f f o r d $20.00 a 
month f o r s i x months. 
Aunt Annie was f u r i o u s . " I t was a sad day", she s a i d , "when 
your Mother died. She would have made a man of him". 
For three years Aunt Annie and Uncle Frank had furthered my 
education and never counted the c o s t . I knew that had they been 
b e t t e r o f f I would have had whatever t r a i n i n g I d e s ired, but there 
had t o be a l i m i t to t h e i r generosity. They had t h e i r own 
daughter to provide f o r . 
Few immigrants were now making use of the H a l l and Uncle Frank 
knew i t would be only a matter of time before the Government 
ceased to finance the p r o j e c t and they would have to f i n d a new 
home. 
Uncle Frank had never been a b i g wage earner but he worked 
s t e a d i l y and was very c o n s c i e n t i o u s . I remember the years when he 
was J a n i t o r at the Imperial Bank. In 40 degree to 60 degree, 
below zero weather he would trek up to the bank about 10 P.M. to 
stoke the furnace. He would be up again at 2 A.M. trudging about 
three q u a r t e r s of a mile to repeat the process and again at 6 
A.M. He had to cross an open space from the r a i l r o a d track to the 
H a l l where the snow d r i f t e d badly and was o f t e n knee deep. He was 
nine years o l d e r than Aunt Annie and would then have been i n h i s 
S i x t i e s . Aunt Annie used to worry and fuss about these times. 
"That o l d Bank manager s i t s on h i s bum i n h i s o f f i c e a l l day. 
You'd t h i n k he could get up and stoke h i s own furnace", she fumed. 
" I t s my job". Uncle Frank would r e p l y q u i e t l y . 
Now that Grandma was gone Aunt Annie f e l t t hat she should have 
some of the l o v e l y d e l i c a t e china and other keepsakes that Grandma 
had t r e a s u r e d . 
She had brought some of i t from England. Uncle Harry claimed 
that s i n c e he had given h i s l i f e to p r o v i d i n g f o r h i s parents i t 
a l l belonged r i g h t f u l l y to him and he made i t q u i t e n a s t i l y c l e a r 
that as long as he c a l l e d the o l d house, home, nothing should be 
removed. 
He completely ignored the f a c t that f o r some twenty years Aunt 
Annie had laundered our c l o t h e s , i n c l u d i n g h i s , and each week 
tucked i n t o the box of clean c l o t h e s , s t a p l e s such as tea, sugar, 
soap, tobacco f o r Grandpa and cans or packages of some s p e c i a l 
t r e a t that we a l l enjoyed. How o f t e n the generous and thoughtful 
person i s taken f o r granted. 
She was very angry, and very hurt because the brother she had 
always been so c l o s e to could t r e a t her so meanly. She knew that 
Grandma's t h i n g s would ev e n t u a l l y go to Mrs. Underwood and t h i s 
d i d happen when they f i n a l l y married and e s t a b l i s h e d t h e i r home. 
Uncle Harry t r i e d to patch things up, going to see her when he 
heard she was i l l and asking her t o v i s i t him i n h i s new home. 
Aunt Annie refused point blank and she never went. 
" I f he t h i n k s I am going to see her g l o a t i n g over my mothers 
t h i n g " , she s a i d , a n g r i l y brushing the tears from her eyes, "he's 
got another t h i n k coming". 
She brooded so much over the s i t u a t i o n that Uncle Frank was 
unusually impatient with her. 
"Forget i t " , he s a i d . "Those o l d things are not worth making 
y o u r s e l f s i c k over, and as f o r Harry, he has always done as he 
damned w e l l pleased with no though f o r anyone e l s e " . 
"He's my brother", she i n s i s t e d . The f a m i l y bond was strong. 
She was e x h i b i t i n g symptoms of the emotional disturbance that 
f i n a l l y l e d to her being committed t o a mental i n s t i t u t i o n where 
she spent the l a s t twenty years of her l i f e . 
I f o n l y we had been able to recognize the problem and had had 
access t o p r o f e s s i o n a l help to deal w i t h i t , perhaps t h i s tragedy 
might have been averted. She didn't deserve t o have i t happen. 
The opportunity to take the s e c r e t a r i a l course being l o s t , I 
continued to l i v e at home and do my best to help w i t h Grandpa's 
care. He spent most of h i s time i n h i s c h a i r reading and dozing 
and r e l i v i n g happier days long gone. There was no s i g n of 
marriage between Uncle Harry and Mrs. Underwood. Her handicapped 
daughter was dependant on her and her Father-in-law who had come 
from the east now made h i s home i n her household. Uncle Harry 
continued to work l e s s and l e s s on the farm and everything grew 
i n c r e a s i n g l y d i l a p i d a t e d . I t was a cheerless s i t u a t i o n w i t h on 
foreseeable f u t u r e . 
I had always been fond of dogs and there had been always a farm 
dog t o go w i t h me when I wandered on fo o t . In the s p r i n g of 33 we 
had no dog and Uncle Harry was given one. He was young, not f u l l y 
grown and the homeliest mixture of dog, I have ever seen. He was 
mottled gray, w i t h l i g h t and dark patches of shaggy f u r and he had 
a w a l l eye. He took t o me and I loved him from the s t a r t . I 
named him Chum. Grandpa came out to the yard to have a look at 
him. He shook h i s head sadly. "He do be a proper mongrel", he 
s a i d . 
"But he's a good dog and I love him and he goes everywhere w i t h 
me", I r e p l i e d . 
I had Chum but a short while. One morning he had an encounter 
w i t h a porcupine and came home whining i n agony, h i s nose 
resembling a p i n cushion, and q u i l l s hanging from h i s l i p s and 
s t i c k i n g to h i s tongue r i g h t back to h i s t h r o a t . 
Uncle Harry went f o r h i s gun, loaded i t and shot the poor 
cr e a t u r e . 
I couldn't stop c r y i n g . I c r i e d f o r my dog, I c r i e d f o r 
Grandma and f o r the u n c e r t a i n t y of my f u t u r e . Grandpa was 
concerned. He patted my shoulder: B'aint on use c a r r y i n ' on 
K i d d i e " , he s a i d . "The dog be dead, and th a t ' s the end o't". 
"But I loved him", I sobbed. 
"Lovin' don't stop they being taken away", he s a i d . 
Poor o l d chap, how w e l l he knew t h a t . 
That summer a new i n t e r e s t came i n t o my l i f e . L e s l i e Roberts, 
who was a cousin of the Wagstaff boys came to spend an extended 
v i s i t w i t h h i s Aunt and Uncle. His f a m i l y was very c l o s e l y 
r e l a t e d to the Wagstaffs, His mother who had been Sarah Wagstaff 
had married E r n i e Roberts and Ernie ' s s i s t e r Ethel had married 
E r n i e Wagstaff. The two Ernie's make i t somewhat confusing. 
Les, mother became widowed w i t h i n l i t t l e more than a year a f t e r 
the f a m i l y emigrated to Chinook Cove, B r i t i s h Columbia i n 1928. 
His s i s t e r soon married and there were four boys l e f t to work on 
h i s mother's farm or any other place where a job was a v a i l a b l e . 
Les worked on the Wagstaff farm w i t h h i s cousins and h i r e d out to 
other farmers i n busy seasons. 
I met him f o r the f i r s t time when he and h i s cousins came to 
our place one Sunday afternoon and Uncle Harry who was a f a i r 
barber, cut t h e i r h a i r . We met ofte n again at dances and soon 
became partners. The custom was that the party who escorted you 
to the dance claimed the f i r s t dance, the supper waltz and the 
Home Sweet Home waltz and of course the pleasure of e s c o r t i n g you 
home. 
The f a l l of 1933 the young people of the d i s t r i c t got together 
to produce a three act play to be put on before Christmas i n a i d 
of the c h i l d r e n ' s Christmas t r e e and concert. This n e c e s s i t a t e d a 
great many rehearsals held i n the evenings i n the schoolhouse. 
Again, Mrs. Jean H a l l i w e l l was our chaperone, general advisor and 
prompter and we a l l enjoyed the p r a c t i c e s and the performance 
immensely. The l i t t l e classroom was o f t e n f i l l e d w i t h the sound 
of our m i r t h f u l exuberance, as we st r u g g l e d over our l i n e s and our 
a c t i n g . 
Les and I got to know each other very w e l l during that time and 
f o r the r e s t of the winter. Then there was a s i l l y f a l l i n g out 
between us and we each began to go w i t h another party, but a f t e r a 
few months we were back together again. 
In the s p r i n g of 1934 Uncle Harry and Les came to an agreement 
that that Les would work the farm w i t h him f o r a share of the 
crop. He came to l i v e at our place and i t was not long before we 
knew we wanted to get married. I thi n k at that time and f o r q u i t e 
awhile to come, no young couple had slimmer prospects than we, but 
yo u t h f u l optimism and s t a r s i n our eyes made us f e e l the 
undertaking would be gui t e p o s s i b l e before too long. 
Needless to say p r a c t i c a l l y a l l the farm work that summer was 
done by Les. Uncle Harry became very i n v o l v e d with the new S o c i a l 
C r e d i t p o l i t i c a l p arty that was r a p i d l y coming to the fore i n 
A l b e r t a , under the leadership of the e v a n g e l i s t i c preacher Wm. 
Aberhart (commonly c a l l e d B i b l e B i l l ) and the farm was l e a s t of 
h i s w o r r i e s . 
I was happy enough that summer and kept busy with the household 
chores and looking a f t e r Grandpa's needs but I knew I couldn't go 
on doing so i n d e f i n i t e l y and I longed f o r something more 
p r o f i t a b l e to help prepare f o r marriage. 
The Great Depression as i t i s now c a l l e d was upon us but never 
having known a f f l u e n t times we didn't seem to be that much worse 
o f f except t h a t i t was impossible t o f i n d a paying job. 
Many s t o r i e s have been w r i t t e n about those hard times. One 
that I r e c a l l was about a farmer west of town who drove i n with a 
c r a t e of eggs (30 dozen) and was o f f e r e d 3 cents a dozen f o r them 
at the creamery. He c a r r i e d h i s c r a t e of eggs back to h i s wagon 
and as he drove home, alongside the a d j o i n i n g f i e l d s he made the 
fence post a t a r g e t f o r h i s eggs. 
The harvest was poor that f a l l and a f t e r the taxes were paid 
there was p r a c t i c a l l y nothing t o show f o r Les's hard work. He 
decided t o go back to h i s mother's home i n B r i t i s h Columbia and 
hope to f i n d work somewhere i n that area. 
I stayed home f o r awhile a f t e r he l e f t and was very lonesome. 
Uncle Harry was away a l o t and the weekend dances were no fun 
without my p a r t n e r . I rode Barney to town o f t e n t o mail l e t t e r s 
and r e c e i v e them from Les. He hadn't had any luck f i n d i n g work, 
so we had nothing but hope. 
Uncle Harry, though, thought p o l i t i c a l i n f l u e n c e obtained a 
job i n town i n the land o f f i c e and f o r awhile he drove back and 
f o r t h . Then i t was decided that Grandpa would go to l i v e w ith 
Uncle George and Aunt Sadie. There was u s u a l l y someone home i n 
that household and he was much b e t t e r o f f and c e r t a i n l y l e s s 
l o n e l y . 
In November I got a job i n town as a h i r e d g i r l (the term 
domestic help had not yet become popular), f o r Mr. and Mrs. 
Galloway. They had three small c h i l d r e n and another on the way. 
I was so pleased to be able to earn something, even though i t was 
only $8.00 a month, but my happiness was short l i v e d . With three 
youngsters i n the house and i n s p i t e of i t being a town house 
there were very few conveniences a great deal of c l e a n i n g , washing 
and i r o n i n g and some meal preparation, but my c h i e f problem was 
w i t h the c h i l d r e n . I had never had any previous a s s o c i a t i o n with 
young c h i l d r e n and I found i t very d i f f i c u l t t o cope with them, 
e s p e c i a l l y when they were underfoot i n the k i t c h e n . The g i r l who 
had preceded me was from a large f a m i l y and she knew how to amuse 
c h i l d r e n and of course they loved her and wondered why they now 
had to put up w i t h such a d u l l person as me. 
I heard a l o t about her e x c e l l e n t q u a l i t i e s both from the 
mother and the k i d s , which d i d nothing to b o l s t e r my ego. 
Sometimes i n the evenings I went to v i s i t the Lawleys and on my 
afternoon o f f I would drop i n to have a chat w i t h Uncle Harry at 
the land o f f i c e . 
I looked forward to the Sundays when I could get a r i d e w i t h 
Archdeacon L i t t l e who held s e r v i c e s twice monthly i n the South 
Athabasca church, which George and I and some other young people 
had taken to attending during the past year or so. From church I 
would go w i t h George to Aunt Sadies to v i s i t Grandpa and then 
George would d r i v e me back to town l a t e r i n the evening. 
My room was very c o l d and I wore woolen socks and a sweater 
over my n i g h t gown to bed. How I missed my copy bed at home. 
I t was a b i t t e r l y c o l d winter and f o r two days i n January the 
b i g thermometer on the drugstore stood at 72 degrees below zero. 
A haze hung over the town and fumes from coal burning stoves and 
furnaces was a c r i d i n the sharp f r o s t y a i r . Uncle Frank was kept 
busy day and n i g h t s t o k i n g the f i r e s at home and he made many 
f r i g i d t r i p s t o and from the Bank bundled up i n a sheepskin l i n e d 
coat and hat w i t h e a r f l a p s and a b i g s c a r f t i e d around h i s head to 
keep h i s face from f r e e z i n g . 
E a r l y i n the morning, wh i l e I l a y c u r l e d up i n bed, j e a l o u s l y 
guarding the b i t of body heat surrounding me I could hear Mr. 
K e i r , the milkman coming down the south h i l l . He drove a caboose 
and h i s s l e i g h runners grated and squealed on the dry snow. The 
horses, used to h o l d i n g back on that steep grade, were having to 
p u l l a l l the way. 
I was w r i t i n g some short b i t s and had one or two published i n 
the T h i r d Column of the Edmonton Journal and I received $5.00 i n 
payment f o r a short s t o r y accepted by that same newspaper. There 
was no time or opportunity to w r i t e during the day and my room was 
so f r i g i d I managed to w r i t e only l e t t e r s i n the evening, mostly 
long ones to Les u n t i l I became thoroughly c h i l l e d and went to 
bed. I t was a dreary time. 
I was saving a few d o l l a r s of my meager wages, though, and 
e a r l y i n the new year of 1935, Les wrote a p r o p o s i t i o n that 
brightened my days considerably. The four Roberts brothers, John, 
Bert, Les and B i l l not having been able to o b t a i n work elsewhere, 
were a l l at home on the farm. They s o l d cream from t h e i r cows and 
kept pigs and chickens and Mrs. Roberts boarded the schoolteacher 
to augment the f a m i l y income. She was an extremely h o s p i t a b l e 
person and the boy's many f r i e n d s often enjoyed a meal at her 
t a b l e and sometimes a f t e r a dance they spent the night i n the bunk 
house, so her household was always very busy. She f e l t that she 
would welcome some help, e s p e c i a l l y i n s p r i n g when she looked 
a f t e r hatching chickens and tended a large garden. She o f f e r e d to 
pay me a l i t t l e more than I was presently r e c e i v i n g , and Les s a i d 
he could borrow the money f o r my fare from the schoolteacher. 
I t sounded wonderful to me. I daydreamed of the t r i p through 
the Rockies, of the pleasure of l i v i n g i n a warmer cli m a t e , but 
mostly of being r e u n i t e d with Les and p l a n i n g our fu t u r e 
together. How f o r t u n a t e that youth i s blessed w i t h such 
enthusiasm and eager a n t i c i p a t i o n . There was a wonderful f a r e w e l l 
p a r t y f o r me i n the l i t t l e schoolhouse and a l l the k i n d f r i e n d s 
and neighbors c o n t r i b u t e d towards the t h o g h t f u l and p r a c t i c a l g i f t 
of a purse. I was very touched because I knew that cash was very 
scarce i n many households. I had bought a few c l o t h e s w i t h the 
money I had earned and now w i t h t h i s k i n d g i f t I f e l t r i c h indeed. 
I made a l a s t v i s i t to the dear o l d weather-beaten, d i l a p i d a t e d 
house where I had been so happy. I t was c o l d and empty; u t t e r l y 
d e s o l a t e and depressing, only memories remained. I gathered up 
the few t h i n g s I had come f o r and l e f t , somehow f e e l i n g s t r a n g e l y 
l o n e l y . 
Saying good-bye at the Lawleys was hard. They had been so much 
a p a r t of my l i f e . Aunt Annie was worried because times were so 
bad and there seemed so l i t t l e prospect that Les and I would be 
able t o r e a l i z e a f u t u r e together. 
Mrs. Roberts had w r i t t e n a k i n d welcoming l e t t e r to me and 
a f t e r Aunt Annie had read i t she was a b i t cheered. 
"His mother sounds l i k e a k i n d woman", she s a i d . "You w i l l be 
happier there than where you are and there i s no fu t u r e here". 
She was again plagued with her o l d enemy, insomnia and she 
looked so f r a i l , and seemed d i s p i r i t e d , a shadow of the energetic, 
purposeful woman who had pursued the nonexistent bed bugs. 
I hugged and k i s s e d her. 
"I wish I could do something n i c e f o r you a l l " . I s a i d . You 
have been so good to me. Perhaps someday I w i l l be able t o " . 
She k i s s e d me and then s a i d with her o l d f o r t h r i g h t n e s s : "Now 
you are going away to s t a r t a new part of your l i f e . No one knows 
what i s ahead of you but i f wishes could make you happy and 
prosperous, we could guarantee you a wonderful l i f e . You are not 
to f e e l beholden to any of us. Through a sad circumstance you 
were there, a part of the f a m i l y . We have a l l been glad to take 
care of you". 
Dear Aunt Annie, w i t h a l l her e c c e n t r i c i t i e s , how w e l l she and 
Uncle Frank had done t h e i r p a r t . 
I went to see Uncle Harry i n h i s o f f i c e and we s a i d our 
good-byes and he wished me the very best. I was glad f o r him that 
h i s l i f e was more secure f i n a n c i a l l y ; he had always been kind to 
me and I was fond of him. 
The day a r r i v e d f o r my departure form Aunt Sadie's house. I 
hugged Grandpa and k i s s e d him over and over. He was so t i n y now, 
more so than ever s i n c e h i s i l l n e s s . 
"I s h a l l never see ee again k i d d i e " , he quavered, t e a r s i n h i s 
eyes. 
I assured him that I would s u r l y see him again, but i n my 
heart, I doubted that I would. 
I t r i e d to thank Uncle George and Aunt Sadie f o r a l l t h e i r 
kindness t o me over the years; c h e e r f u l l y a s s u r i n g them that a f t e r 
we were married we would come back t o v i s i t . They were both found 
of Les and always made him welcome i n t h e i r home. In memory I 
always a s s o c i a t e Aunt Sadie with the fun part of growing up. 
L i k e me, George had found someone to share h i s fu t u r e dreams, 
but when i t came to say good-bye we clung t o each other and we 
were r e l u c t a n t to p a r t . There were so many years of c l o s e 
companionship between us, so many memories. 
He drove me to Meanook and I took the t r a i n to Edmonton where I 
would stay overnight and leave e a r l y next morning on another t r a i n 
t hat would take me t o Chua Chua, my f i n a l d i s t e n t i o n being Chinook 
Cove, B r i t i s h Columbia, (a small settlement about 40 miles north 
of Kamloops) t o Les and the Roberts f a m i l y . 
Epilogue 
I f i t seems that I have eulogized my f a m i l y i t i s only because 
as a c h i l d , growing up among them, they were a l l so kind to me, 
and {I have o n l y happy memories of each and everyone. Years of 
l i v i n g have put many things i n perspective and I r e a l i z e they had 
f a i l i n g s as we a l l do. 
Grandma was so s t r o n g w i l l e d and her es t i m a t i o n her way was 
always the r i g h t one. A few years before she die d , my Father 
wrote to me and i n a roundabout way blamed her f o r our 
estrangement. I f e l t t hat had he shown some i n i t i a t i v e and made 
the e f f o r t t o come to A l b e r t a we could have been reunited. 
Although my Father was very personable and t a l e n t e d i n many ways, 
h i s Mother knew h i s weaknesses better than anyone. Perhaps 
because he was youngest and g i f t e d , she had co n t r i b u t e d to h i s 
self-centeredness and h i s seeming reluctance to accept 
r e s p o n s i b i l i t y 
She was blamed too, from some quarters of the fa m i l y f o r 
supporting Uncle Harry i n h i s dream of f i n d i n g p r o s p e r i t y i n the 
west and the subsequent mig r a t i o n of the whole f a m i l y . In her 
defence, I can only say: they were a l l a d u l t s . 
I t seems sad that the land that was the foundation of so many 
hopes and a s p i r a t i o n s back i n 1910, should now a l l be owned by 
strangers. A few o l d timers may s t i l l remember the Sopers, but 
except f o r ten graves l o c a t e d between the Athabasca cemetery and 
the one i n the South Athabasca churchyard i t i s as though the 
Soper f a m i l y had never been. How the importance of our l i t t l e 
span of l i f e i s diminished i n the eons of passing years. 
The great a c c e l e r a t i o n i n every facet of l i f e during t h i s 
century seems to have c o n t r i b u t e d to great t u r m o i l and seemingly 
insurmountable problems. People are looking back to t h e i r roots 
i n the hope of f i n d i n g something fundamental and secure. So many 
books are being w r i t t e n and h i s t o r i e s compiled about the o l d days. 
Young people look to the fu t u r e with doubt and misgiv i n g and 
sometimes de s p a i r . Hopefully i n reading about the i n s e c u r i t y and 
hardships of the by gone years they may come to the r e a l i z a t i o n 
that " L i f e was ever thus". 
